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PREFACE. 

| | 
XN affected modeſty is very often the 
: - greateſt vanity, and authors are ſome- 
times prouder of their bluſhes than of the prai- 
es that occaſion'd them. I ſhan't therefore, 
like a fooliſh virgin, fly to be purſued, and 


deny what I chiefly wifh for. I am very wil- 
ling to acknowledge the beauties of this play, 
-f eſpecially thoſe of the third night, which not 
to be proud cf; were the heighth of impu- 
© dence : who is aſham'd to value himſelf upon 
ſuch favours, unde: values thoſe who conferr? 

S-them.-: 

As I freely ſubmit to the criticiſms of the 
Judicious, fo I cannot call this an ill play, 
ſince the town has allow'd it ſuch ſucceſs, 
© When they have pardon'd my faults, "twete 
J very ill manners to condemn their indulgence, 
Some may think (my acquaintance in town 
being too ſlender to make a patty for the play) 
that the ſucceſs mult be deriv'd from the pure 
merits of the cauſe. I am of another opinion: 
Il have not been long enough in town to raiſe 
enemies againſt me; and the Exgliſh ate ſtill 
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kind to ſtrangers. I am below the envy of 


gteat wits, and above the malice of litile 
ones, I have not diſpleas'd the ladies, nor 
oftended the clergy, both which are now 
pleas d to ſay, that a comedy may be diverting 
without ſmut and profaneneſs, 


Next to thoſe advantages, the beauties of | 
action gave the greatelt life to the play; of 


which, the town is ſo ſenſible, that all will 
Join with me in commendation of the actors, 
and allow (without detracting from the merit 
of others) that the Theatre- Royal affords an 
excellent and compleat ſer of comedians. Mr. 
 Wilks's performance has ſet him ſo far above 
competition in the part of W:/darr, that none 
can pretend to envy the praiſe due to his merit. 
That he made the part, will appear from 
hence, that whenever the [tage has the misfor- 
tune to loſe him, Sir Harry Wildair may go 

to the Jubilee, | 
A great many quarrel at the 2 to the Ju- 
bilee for a miſnommer : 1 muſt teli them, that 
perhaps there are greater trips in the play : and 
when I find that more exact plays have had 
better ſucceſs, I'll talk with the criticks about 
Decorums, &c. However, if Jever commit 
another fault of this nature, I'll endeavour to 
make it more excuſable. 
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3 By a Friend, 
s, | 
it i} P Oets will think nothing ſo checks their fury, 


nn As Wits, Cits, Beaux, and Women for their Fury. 
r. | Our I half dead to think what medly's come, 
Vith blended judgments to pronounce his doom. 2 
I, all falſe fear; for ina mingled pit, 8 
e , what your grow Don thinks but dully writ, 2 
q His neighbour i'th great wig may take for wit. 1 
Some authors court the few, the wiſe, if any: "vg 
n Our youth's content, if he can reach the many, 5 
I- ho go with much like ends to church and play. | 8 
O Not to obſerve what prieſts or poets ſay, | | ag 
No! no! your thoughts, like theirs, lie quite another way, 


The ladies ſafe may ſmile: for here's no ſlander, 
No ſmut, 3 no alli. entendre. 
it 'Tis true he has a ſpark juſt come from France, 
] But thenſo far from beau——why he talks ſenſe ! 
1 Like coin oft carry d out, but ſeldom brought from thence. 
' There's yet a gang to whom our ſpark ſubmits, 
i Your elbow-ſhaking fool, that lives by's wits, 
t That'sonly witty tho', juſt as he lives, by fits: 
) Who, lion-like, through bayliffs ſcours away, 
Hunts, in the face, a dinner all the day, 
At night, with empty bowels, grumbles o'er the play. 
Andnom the modi, prentice he implores, 
f Who with bis maſter scaſh, ſtoll nou of dors 
Imploys it on a brace of — honourable Whores ; 
While their good bulky mother pleas d ſits by, 
Baud regent of the bubble gallery. : 
| A3-: | Next 
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PROLOGUE. 


Next to our mounted friends we humblymove,, 
M ho all your ſide-box tricks are much above, 
And never fail to pay us with your love. 
Ah friends] poor Dorſet garden-Houſe is gone; 
Our merry meetingsthere are all undone : - 
Quite loſt to us, ſure for ſome ſtrange miſ-deeds 
Tat ſtrong dog Samplon's pull dit o're our heads: 
Snavs rope lilee thread; but when hisfortune's told him, 
He'll hear perhaps of rope will one day hold him: 
Atleaſt I hope that our Ee Dies 
Millind a way to pullhis prizes down. 

Mell, that's all! now gentlemen for the play, 
O-Jecond thoughts I've but two words to ſay; 
Such us it is for your delight de gu d. 
Hearit, read, try, judge, andſpeak as you find, 
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Ow all depart, each bis reſpective way, 
To ſpend an evening's chat upon the play; 
Some to Hippolito's, one homeward goes, | 
And one with loving ſhe retires to th Rose. 
The amorous pair in all things frank and free, 
Perhaps may ſave the ps in Number-three. 


The tearing ſpark, if Phillis ought gainſays, 

Breaks thedrawer's head, kicks her, and muders Bays, 

To Coffee ſome retreat to ſave their pockets, | 
Others more generous damn the play at Lockets, 

But there, I hope the author's fears are vain, 

Malice ne er ſpoke in generous Champain. 

That poet merits an ignoble death, 

ho fears tofallover a brave Montcth. 

The priviiedge of wine we only ask, 

Tou ll taſte again, before you damn the flask, 
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EPILOGUE. 
Our author fears not you: but thoſe he may 
I ho in cold blood, murder a man in Tea. 45 
Thoſe men of ſpleen, who fond the world ſhould know it, 
Sit down, and for their two pence damn a poet. 
Their criticiſm's good, that we can ſay for't, 
They underſtand a play — too well to pay fort. 
From box toſtage, ſrom ſtage to box they run, 


f &Firſt ſteal the play then damn it when they ve done. 


But now to know what fate may us betide, 
Among our friends in Cornhil and Cheapſide: 

But thoſe I think have but one rule for plays; 
They'll ſay ww good, if ſo the world but ſays. 

If it ſhould pleaſe them and their ſpouſes know it, 
They ſtraight enquire what kind of man's the poet, 
But from ſide- box we dread a fearſul doom, 

Allthe good natur d beaux are gone to Rome. 
The ladies cenſure I'd almoſt forgot, 

Then for a line or two t engage their vote: 

But that way s old, below our author's aim, 
No . than his whole play is compliment to them. 
For their ſakes then, the play can't miſs ſucceedir 

Tho' criticks may want wit, they have good ele. 
They won't, ni ſure, forfeit the ladies grices 

By ſhewing their ill nature to their faces. 

Our buſmeſs with good manners may be done, 
Flatter us here, and damn us when you're. gone. 
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Dra- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Sir Harry Wildair, an airy Gentleman, affecting humourous 
gaiety and freedom in his behaviour. 
Standard, a disbanded Colonel, brave and generous. 


Vizard, outwardly pious, otherwise a great Debauchee, 25 


and villanous. 
Smuggler, an old Merchant. 5 
Clincher, a * London Prentice, turn'd Beau, and affect- 
ing trave 
Clincher jun. his Brother, educated in the country. 
3 his Man. 
Tom Ffm a Porter. 
5 . A 


Lurewell, a Lady of a jilting temper, proceeding from a 


_ reſentment of her wrongs from men. 
Lady Darling, an old 1 Mother to Angelica. 
Angelica, a Woman of Honour. 5 
Parly, Maid to Turemell. 


Conſtable, Mob, Porter's Wife, Servants, &c, 
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SCENE, The PARK. 
Enter Vizard with a Letter, ſervant following. 


VIZ ARD. 


NGELICa fend it back unopen'd ! ſay you? 
Ser. As you ſee, ſir. 
Viz. The pride of these virtuous 
men is more inſufferable, than the im- 
mo deſty of proſtitutes... Atter all my 
N FOR te, {| encouragement to flight me thus! _ 
a= Serv. She faid, ſir, that imagining 
your morals ſincere, ſhe gave you acceſs to her converſati- 
| on; but that your late behaviour in her company has con- 
| vinc'd her, that your love and religion are both hypocriſy, 
and that ſhe believes your letter ike your ſelf, fair on the 
| outſide, foul within; ſo ſent it back unopen'd, 12 
Vi. May obſtinacy guard her beauty till wrinkles bury ; 
it; then may deſire prevail to make her curſe that untimely 
pride her disappointed age repents I'll be reveng d the 


— 


very 
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very firſt opportunity ſaw you the old Lady Darling, 
her mother? | | . 

Serv. Ves, fir; and ſhe was pleas d to ſay much in your 
commendation. n F 

Viz. That's my cue an eſteem prafted in old age is 
hardly rooted out; years ſtiffen their opinions with their 
bodies; and old zeal is only to be cozen'd by young hypo- 
criſy run to the Lady Lurewell's, and know of her maid, 
whether her ladyſhip will be at home this evening. Her 
beauty is ſufficient cure for Angelica's ſcorn. ¶ Exit Serv. 
Dr [Viz. Pulls out a book, reads, and walks about, 

. Enter Smuggler. 5 

Smug. Ay, there's a pattern for the young men o th 
times; at his meditation ſo early: ſome book of pious eja- 
culations, I'm ſure. 5 

Viz. This Hobbs is an excellent fellow ! [ aſide.] O uncle 
Smuggler! to find you in this end o th' town is a miracle. 
 Smug. Lhave ſeen a miracle this morning indeed, couſin 
Vizard. | | | 
Viz, What was it, pray fir ? | 

Smug. A man at his devotion ſo near the court. I'm 
very glad, boy, that you keep your ſanctity untainted in 
this infectious place; the very air of this park is heatheniſh, 
and every man's breath I meet ſcents of atheiſm, 

Viz. Surely, fir, ſome great concern muſt bring you to 
this unſanctified end of the town. nr 

Smug. Avery unſanctity'd concern, truly, couſin, 

Viz, Whatis't? | . 

Smug. Alaw-ſuit, boy. — ſnall I tell you? my ſhi 
the Swan is newly arriv d from St. Sebaſtians, laden witt 
Portugal wines: now the impudent rogue of a tide-waiter 

has the face to affirm, tis French wines in Spaniſh cas ks, 
and has indicted me upon the ſtatute O conſcience, 
conſcience! these tide-waiters and ſurveyors plague us 
more with their French wines, than the war did with French 
Privateer. ay, there's another plague of the nation 

a red coat and feather. r 
c | Enter Colonel Standard. 

Viz. Col. Standard, I'm your humble ſervant, 
Stand, May be not, fir, BL gr 
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Viz, Why ſo? 

Stand. Because I'm disbanded. 

Viz. How? broke! 15 5 

Stand. This very morning, in Hide-Park , my brave re- 
giment, a thousand men that look'd like lions yeſterday, 
were ſcatter d, and look d as boor and ſimple as he herd of 
deer that graz'd beſide em. | 

Smug. Tal, al, deral, | ſinging.] I'll have a bonfire this 
night as high as the monument. | 

Stand. A bonfire ! thou dry, wither'd, ill- nature; had 
not these brave fellows ſwords defended you, your house 
had been a bonfire e er this about your cars — did we not 
venture our lives, ſir? | | | 

Smug. And did not we pay you for your lives, ſir 
venture your lives: Im ſure we ventur'd our money, and 
that's lite and {foul to me Sir, we'll maintain you no 
longer. 8 | 

Stand. Then your wives ſhall, old A#eon : there are 
five and thirty ſtrapping officers gone this morning tolive 
upon free quarterin the city. 15 

Smug. O lord! l, O lord! I ſhall have a ſon within these 
nine months, born with a leading ſtaff in his hand — Sir, 


ou are. 

Stand. What, ſir? 

Smug. Sir, I ſay, that you are 

Stand. What, ſir? 3 | 

Smug. Disbanded, fir, that's al.] ſee my lawyer yon- 
der. 5 - [ Exit. 
Viz, Sir, I'm very ſorry for your misfortune. 

Stand, Why ſo? Idon't come to borrow tnoney of you; 
if you are my friend, meet me this evening at the Rummer, 
I'll pay my foy, drink a health to my king, proſperity to 


my country; and away for Hungary to-morrow morning, 


Viz.-What! you won't leave us? 

Stand. What! a ſoldier ſtay here! to look like an old 
pair of colours in Weſtminſter-Hall, ragged and ruſty! no, 
no I met yeſterday a broken lieutenant, he was aſham'd 
to own that he wanted a dinner, but beg'd eighteen pence 
of me to buy a new ſheath tor his Word. 3% 

' Viz, O, but you have good friends, colonel! 

. | | | | 4 Stand. 
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Stand. O very good friends! my father's a lord, and my 


4 


e.lder brother a beau. | 


Viz. But your country may perhaps want your ſword 
again, | 
= 1 Nay, for that matter, let but a ſingle drum beat 
up for volunteers between Ludgate and Charing-croſs, and 
I ſhall undoubtedly hear it at the walls of Buda. 8 
Pix. Come, come, colonel, there are ways of making 
your fortune at home—— make your uddrefles to the fair, 
you'rea man of honour and courage. | RS 
Stand. Ay, my courage is like to do me wondrous ſer- 
vice with the fair: this pretty croſs cut over my eye will 
attract a dutcheſs . I warrant 'twill be a mighty grace to 
my ogling—— had | us'd the ſtratagem of a certain brother 
colonel of mine, I might ſucceed. 
Viz. Whatwas it, pray? | | 
Stand. Why, to fave his pretty face for the women, he 
always turn d his back upon theenemy—— he was a man of 
honour tor the ladies. | | 
Viz,, Come, come, the loves of Mars and Venus will ne- 
ver fall you muſt get a miſtreſs. 
Stand. Prithee, no more on't—— you have awaken'd a 


thought, from whichand the kingdom 1 wou'd have ſtoln 


away at once-— . to be plain, I have a miſtreſs. 
Viz. And ſhe's cruel ? 
Stand. No. 
Viz. Her parents prevent your happineſs? 
Stand. Nor that. | 
Viz. Then ſhe has no fortune? 

Stand. A large one, beauty to tempt all mankind, and 
virtue to beat off their aſſaults. O Vizard ! ſuch a crea- 
ture. hey day! who the devil have we here? 

Viz. The joy of the play-house, and life of the park, 
Enter Sir Harry Wildair, croſſes the ſtage ſinging, with foot- 
| | men after him. 
Sir Harry Wildair new] y come from Paris. | 
Stand. Sir Harry Wildair ! did not he make a campaign in 
Flanders, ſome three or four years ago? 
Viz. The ſame. 
Stand. Why, he behav'd himself very bravely. * 
| 8 VIX. 


4 
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Viz.. Why not? doſt think bravery and gaiety are incon- 
ſiſtent ? he's a leman of moſt happy circumſtances, 
born to a plentiful eſtate, has had a genteel and eaſy educati- 
on, free from the rigidneſs of teachers, and pedantry of 
ſchools. His florid conſtitution being never ruffled by mis- 


fortune, nor ſtinted in its pleaſures, has render d him enter- 


taining to others, and eaſy to himself turning all paſſion 
into gaiety of humour, by which he chuſes rather to re- 
Joyce his friend ds, than be bated by any; as you ſhall ſee. 
Enter Wildair., 
Wild. Ha, Vizard! | 
Viz. Sir Harry! | i 
Wild. Who thought to find you out of the Nxbrick fo 
long? I thought thy hypocriſy had been wedded to a pulpit- 
cuſhion long ago Sir, if I miſtake not your face, your 
name 1s Standard. , | | 
Stand. Sir Harry, I'm your humble ſervant. 
Mild. Come, gentlemen, the news, the news o' th* 
town; for I'm juſt arrivid. 1 
Viz, Why, in the city end o th' town, we're playing the 
knave to get eſtates. 


tand. And in the court end, playing the fool in ſpending 
em. | | 


Wild. Juſt ſo in Paris; I'm glad we're grown ſo modiſh. 
Vix. We are all fo reform'd, that gallantry is taken for 
Vice. 

Stand. And hypocriſy foc religion. 

Wild. Ala mode de Paris, agen. | 

Viz,, Not one whore between Ludgate and Aldgate. 

Stand. But ten times more cuckolds than ever. 

Vix. Nothing like an oath in the city. 

Stand. That's a miſtake; for my major ſwore a hun- 
dred and fifty laſt night toa merchant's wite in her bed- 
chamber. | | | 

Wild. P'ſhaw, this is trifling ; tell me news, gentlemen. 
What lord has lately broke his fortune at the groom-por- 
ters? or his heart at New-market, for the loſs of a race? 
what wife has been lately ſuing in Doctors cemmons for ali- 
mony ? or what daughter run away with her father's oe 

What 
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whatbeau gave the nobleſt ball at the Bath, or had the fineſt 


eoach in the ring? 1 want news, gentlemen. 
Stand. Faith, fir, these are no news at all. 
Viz. But pray, Sir Harry, tell us ſome news of your 
travels. ; 7 
Wild. With all my heart you muſt know then, I 
went over to Amſterdam in a Dutch ſhip; I there had a 
Dutch whore for five ſtivers: I went from thence to Lan- 
den, where I was heartily drubb'd in the battle with the but- 
end of aSwiſs musket. I thence went to Paris, where I 
had half a dozen intrigues, bought half a dozen new ſuits, 
fought a couple of duels, and here I am again in ſtatu quo. 
Nx. But we heard that you deſign d to make the tour of 
Italy; what brought you back ſo ſoon? | 

Wild, Thatwhich brought you into the world, and may 

perhaps carry you out of it; a woman. 

Stand. What ! quit the pleaſures of travel for a wo- 
man. 8 | | 

IWild. Ay, colonel, for ſuch a woman! I had rather ſee 
her Ruelle than the palace of Lewis le Grand. There's 
more glory in her ſmile, than in the Jubilee at Rome; and 
would rather kits her hand than the Pope's Toe. 

Viz.. You, colonel, have been very laviſh in the beauty 
and virtue of your miſtreſs; and Sir Harry here has been no 
leſs eloquent in the praise of his: now will I lay you both 
ten guineas a- piece, that neither of them is ſo pretty, ſo 
witty, or ſo virtuous as mine. | | 

Stand. Tis done. | | 

| | Wild. I'll double the ſtakes-— bur, gentlemen, now I 
think on't, howſhall we bereſolv'd? for I know not where 
my miſtreſs may be found; ſhe left Paris about a month 
betore me, and I had an account ; 

Stand. How, fir! left Paris about a month before you! 
Wild. Ay, but I know not where, and perhaps mayn't 
| find her this fortnight. . 

Stand. Her name, pray, Sir Barr? 
- Viz. Ay, ay, her name, perhaps we know her. 

Wild. Her name! ay — ſhe has the ſofteſt, whiteſt 
hand that ever was made ot fleſh and blood; her lips ſo 
balmy ſweet — _ | 

Stand. But her name, ir? Wild, 
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Wild. Then her neck and breaſt ; — her breaſts do fo 
heave, ſo heave? | [ Singing. 

Viz, But her name, fir, her quality ? 

Wild. Then her ſhape, colonel. 

Stand. But her name I want, fir. 

Wild. Then her eyes, Vizard! 

Stand. P'ſhaw, Sir Harry, her name, or nothing. 

Wild. Then if you met heve it, ſhe's call'd the Lady 
but then her foot, gentlemen, ſhe dances to a miracle. 
Vizard, you have certainly loſt your wager. 

Viz, Why, you have loſt your ſenſes ; we ſhall never 
discover the picture unleſs you ſubscribe the name. 

Wild. Then her name is Lurewell. 


Stand. S death, my miſtreis. | [ Aſide, 
Viz. My miſtreſs, by Fupiter. [ Aſide. 


Wild. Do you know her, gentlemen? 

Stand, TI have ſeen her, fir. | 

Wild. Can'ſt tell where ſhe lodges; tell me, dear colo- 
ne] ? = 


Stand. Your humble ſervant, fir. [Exit Stand. 
Wild. Nay, hold, colonel, I'll follow you, and will know. 
| Runs out. 


Viz, The Lady Lurewell his miſtreſs! he love her; but 
ſhe loves me but he'sa baronet, and | plain Vizard; he 
has a coach and fix, and | walk a- foot; I was bred in Lon- 
don, and he in Paris that very circumſtance has mur- 
der'd me-— then ſome ſtratagem muſt be laid to divert his 
pretenſions. | 

Re-enter Wildair, | 

Wild. Prithee, Dick, what makes the colonel ſo out of 
humour? - | | 

Viz. Because he's out of pay, I ſuppose. 

Wild. S'life, that's true, 1 was les to miſtruſt 
{ome rivalſhip in the caſe. 

Viz. And ſuppose there were, you know the colonel can 
fight, Sir Harry. . 

Wild, Fight! p'ſhaw! but he can't dance, ha! we con- 
tend for a woman, Lizard] $life, man, if ladies were to 
be gain d by {word and piſtol only, what the devil ſhould all 
the beaux do? * | 2 

? >, Vix. 
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Viz. Tltry him farthir (aſide.) But wou'd not you, Sir 
Harry, fight tor this woman you ſo admire?” 

Wild. Fight! let meconfider. I love hergthat's true. 
but then [ love honeſt Sir Harry Wildair better. The Lady 
Lurewell is divinely charming right but thenathruſt 
'th' guts, or a Middleſex Fury, is as ugly as the devil. 

Viz. Ay, Sir Harry, twere a dangerous caſt for a beau 


baronet tobe tried by a parcel of greasy, grumbling, barter- 


ing boobies, who wou d hang you purely because you're a 
gentleman, _ | 
Wild. Ay, but on t'other hand, I have mony enough to 


bribe the rogues with; ſo upon mature deliberation, I 


wou'd fight for her but no more of her. Prithee, Vi- 

zard, can't you recommend a friend to a pretty miſtreſs by 

the by, till I can find my own? you have ſtore I'm ſure; 

hv cunning poaching dogs make ſurer gamethan we that 
unt open and fair, Prithee now, good Vizard. 

Viz, Let me conſider a little now love and —_— 
inspire my politicks. | [Aſide. 
| [ Pauſes, whilſt Sir Harry walks ſinging. 

Wild. P'ſhaw ! thou'rtas long ſtudying for a new miſtreſs, 
as adrawer is piercing a new pipe. 5 

Viz. I deſign a new pipe for you, and wholsome wine, 
you'll therefore bear a little expectation. 

Wild. Ha! ſay'ſt thou, dear Vizara? 

Viz. Agirl of ſixteen, Sir Harry. 3 

Wild. Mow ſixteen thousand bleſſings light on thee. 
Viz, Pretty and witty. 

Mild. Ay, ay, but her name, Vizard? 

' Viz. Her name! yes ſhe has the ſofteſt whiteſt hand 
that cver was madeof fleſh and blood; her lips ſo balmy 
{weet ! 

Wild. Well, well, but where ſhall I find her, man? 

Viz. Find her. but then her foot, Sir Harry ; ſhe dan- 
ces to a mirac.e. 

Mild. Prithee don't diſtract me. 

Viz. Well then, you muſt know, that this lady is the 
curiolity and ambition of the town; her name's Angelica. 
She that paſſes for her mother is a private bawd, and call'd 
the Lady Darling; ſhe goes for aBaroret's lady (no disparage- 
ment to your honour, Sir Harry) Laflure you, Mid. 
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k Wild. P'ſhaw, hang my honour ; but what ſtreet ? what 
ouse ? 5 | | 
Viz. Not ſo faſt, Sir Harry, you muſt have my paſs-port 
for your admittance, and you'll find niy recommendation 
in a line or two will procure you very civil entertainment. 
I ſuppose 20 or 30 pieces handſomly plac'd will gain the 
point; I'll ensure her ſound. | 
Wild. Thou deareſt friend to a man in neceſſity.— Here 
firrah, order my coach aboutto St. Fames's, I'll walk a- 
croſs the park. II his ſervant. 
| Enter Clincher Senior. 
Clinch. Here ſirrah, order my coach about to St. Fames's: 
Il walk acroſs the park too Mr. Vizard, your moſt de- 
voted Sir, (to Wildair) Iadmire the mode of your ſnoulder- 
knot, methinks it hangs very emphatically, and carries an 
air of travel in it; your ſword-knot too is moſt ornament- 
ally modiſh, and bears a foreign mein. Gentlemen, my 
brother is juſt arriv'd intown, ſo that being upon the wing 
to kiſs his hands, I hope you'll pardon this abrupt departure, 


entlemen, your moſt devoted, and moſt faithtul hum- 
le ſervant. [ Exit, 


Wild. Prithee doſt know him ? 

Viz. Know him! why'tis Clincher who was apprentice 
to my uncle Smuggler, the merchant in the city. 

Wild. What makes him ſo gay? 

Viz. Why he's in mourning for his father; the kind old 
man in Hertfordſhiret'otherdaybroke his neck atox-hunting; 
the ſon upon the news has broke his indentures, Whippd 
from behind the counter into the ſide-box; forswears mer- 
chandize, where he muſt live by cheating, and usurps gen- 
tility, where he may die by raking. He keeps his coach, 
and liveries, brace of geldings, leaſh of miſtreſſes, talks of 
nothing but wines, intrigues, plays, faſhions, and going 
to the Fable, | | 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha, how many pound of pulvil muſt the 
fellow use in ſweetning himself from the ſmell of hops and 
tobacco: faugh——I my conscience methought, like O- 
livia's lover, 6 ſtunk of Thames-ſtreer. But now for An- 

elica, that's her name; we'll to the princeſle's checolate- 
use, where you ſhall write my paſs-port, allons. [ Exeunt. 
Aon B SCENE, 
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SCENE, Lady Lurewelbs Lodgings. 


Lurewell, and her maid Parly. 

Lure, Parly, my pocket- book let me ſee Madrid, 
Venice, Paris, Londot——ay, London! they may talk what 
they will of the hot countries, but I find love moſt fruitful 
under this climate in a month's ſpace have I gain d 
let me ſee, imprimis, Col. Standard. * 

Parly. And how will your lady ſnip manage him? 

Lure. As all ſoldiers ſhou'd be manag d; he ſhall ſerve 
me till I gain my ends, then I disband him. „ 

 Parly. But he loves you, madam. OE 
Lure. Therefore I ſcorn him; I hate all that don't love 
me, and ſlight all that do: would his whole deluding ſex 
admir'd me, thus wou'd I {light them all. My virgin and 
unwary innocence was wrong d by faithleſs man, but now 
glance eyes, plot brain, diſſemble face, lie tongue, and be 
a ſecond Eve to tempt, ſeduce, and damn the treacherous 
kind let me ſurvey my captives the Colonel leads 


the van; next Mr. Vixard, he courts me out of the Praffice | 
of Piety, therefore is a hypocrite: then Clineher, he adores | 


me with oranger y, and is conſequently a fool; then my 
old merchant, alderman Smuggler, he's a compound of 


both. out of which medly of lovers, if I don't make | 


good diverſion what d'ye think, Parly ? 
Parly. | think, madam, I'm like to be very virtuous in 


pour ſervice, if you teach me all those tricks that you uſe 


to your lovers. 


Lure. Vou're a fool, child; observe this, that tho' a wo- 
man {wear, forſwear, lie, diſſemble, backbite, be proud, 


vain, malicious, any thing, it ſhe ſecures the main chance, 


ſhe's ſtill virtuous; that's a maxim. 8 

Par.: can't be perſwaded tho', madam, but that you 
really lov d Sir Harry Mildair in Parts. | 

Lure. Of all the lovers | ever had, he was my greateſt 
Plague; for I cou'd never make him uneaſy: I left him in- 


kyolv'd ina duel upon my account, I long to know whether 
the fop be kill'd or not. | 


Enzer 
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i | Enter Standard. | 
O lord, no ſooner talk of killing, but the ſoldier is conjur'd 
up. You're upon hard duty, colonel, to ſerve your king, 
your country, anda miſtreſs too. | 
Stand. The latter, I muſt confeſs, is the hardeſt ; for in 


war, madam, ve can be relieved in our duty, but in love 


who wou d take our poſt, is our enemy: emulation in glo- 
ry is tranſporting, but rivals here intolerable. : 
Lure. Those that bear away the prize in the field, ſhould 
boaſt the ſame ſucceſs in the bed-chamber ; and I think, 


conſidering the weakneſs of our ſex, we ſhould make 


those our companions who can be our champions. 
Stand, I once, madam, hop'd the honour of defending 


W W 
2 * — = 
T * MZ 


you from all injuries, thro'a title to your lovely person; but 


now my love muſt attend my tortune. This commiſſion, 
madam, was my paſs- port to the fair; adding a nobleneſs to 
my paſſion, it ſtampt a value on my love; twas once the 
life of honour, but now its hearse, and with it muſt my 


love be buried. 


Parly. What! disbanded, colonel? 

Stand. Ves, Mrs. Parly. 28 

Parly. Faugh, the nauſeous fellow, he ſtinks of pover- 
ty already. 4 . [Aſlide. 

Lure. His misfortune troubles me, cauſe it may prevent 
my deſigns. | 1 [ Aſede, 

Stand. I'll chuse, madam, rather to deſtroy my paſſion 
by absence abroad, than have it ſtarv d at home. 

Lure. I'm ſorry, fir, you have ſo mean an opinion of my 
affection, as to imagine it founded upon your fortune. 
And to convince you of your miſtake, here I vow by all 
that's ſacred, I own the fame affection now as before. Let 
it ſuffice, my fortune is conſiderable. 

Stand. No, madam, no, I'll never be a charge to her I 
love. The man that ſells himself for gold is the worſt of 
proſtitutes. | 

Lure. New were he any other creature but a man, I 


cou'd love him. [Alu. 
Stand. This only laft. requeſt I make; that no title re- 


commend a tcol, office introduce a knave, nor a 
B 2 coward 
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coward to my place in your affections; ſo farewel my coun- 


try, and adieu my love. | Exit. 

Lure. Now the devil take thee for being ſo honourable. 
Here Parly, call him back, I ſhall lose half my diverſion 
else; now for a trial of skill. 


Re- enter Colonel. 


Sir, I hope you'll pardon my curioſity: when do you take 


your journey ? | 
Stand. To-morrow morning, early, madam. 
ety So ſuddenly ! which way are you delign'd to tra- 
vel? | | 
Stand. That I can't yet resolve on. 
Ture. Pray, fir, tell me? pray, fir, I intreat you, why 
are you ſo obſtinate? | 
Stand. Why are you ſo curious, madam ? 
Eure. Because 
Stand. What? 
Ture. Because, I, 1 | 
Stand. Because! what, madam ?—— pray, tell me? 
Lure. Because I deſign-— to follow you. [ Crying. 
Stand. Follow me! £ all that's great: I ne er was proud 
before; but love from ſuch a creature might ſwell the vani- 


ty of the proudeſt prince. Follow me! by heavens, thou 


ſhalt not. What! expose thee to the hazards of a camp 
rather I'll ſtay; and here bear the contempt of fools, and 
worſt of fortune. | | 

Lure. You need not, ſhall not, my eſtate for both is 
ſufficient. | 

Stand, Thy eſtate! no, I'll turn a knave and purchase 
one my ſelf; I'll cringe to that proud man undermine, and 
tawn on him that I wou'd bite to death; 1'll tip my tongue 


with flattery, and ſmooth my face with ſmiles ; I'll turn 


imp, informer, office-broker, nay, cow to be great; 
125 facrifice it all to thee, my e. N af 
Lure. And I'll diſlemble, lie, ſwear, jilt, any thing, but 
Id reward thy love, and recompence thy noble paſſion. 
Stand. Sir Harry, ha, ha, ha! poor Sir Harry, ha, ha, 
ha! rather kiſs her hand than the pope's toc, ha, ha, ha! 
Lure, What Sir Harry? colonel, what Sir Harry ? 
Sand. Sir Harry Willair, madam 


Lure. 
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Lure. What! is he come over? | 

F Stand. Ay, and he told me but 1 don't believe a ſylla- 
A | | + 

Lure. What did he tell you? 

Stand. Only call'd you his miſtreſs, and pretending to be 
extravagant in * commendation, would vainly inſinu- 
= the praise of his own judgment and good fortune in a 
choice—— | 
: Lure. How eaſily is the vanity of fops tickled by our 

ex! | 
Stand. Why, your ſex is the vanity of tops. 
Lure. O' my conſcience, I believe fo; this gentleman, - 


because he danc d well, I pitch d on for a partner at a ball in 


Paris; and ever ſince he has ſo perſecuted me with letters, 
ſongs, dances, ſerenading, flatter j, foppery, and noiſe, 
that I was forc d to fly the kingdom And I warrant you, 
he made you jealous? 

ptand. Faith, madam, I was a little uneaſy. 

Lure. You ſhall have a plentiful revenge; I'll ſend him 
back all his fooliſh letters, ſongs and verſes, and you your 


ſelf ſhall carry em; 'twill afford you opportunity of tri- 


_— and free me from his farther impertinence 
for of all men he's my averſion. I'll run and fetch them 
inſtantly. | > :5 5-3 

Stand, Dear madam, a rare project : how I ſhall beat 
him like Aeon, with his own dogs — well. Mrs. Parley, 
tis order'd by Act of Parliament, Nat you receiye no more 
pieces, Mrs. Parly _—. | 

Parl. Tis provided by the ſame act, that you ſend no 
more meſſages by me, good colonel; you muſt not pretend 
to ſend any more letters, unleſs you can pay the poſtage. 

Stand. Come, come! don't be mercenary, take exam- 
ple by your lady, be honourable. 


Parl. A- lack a-day, ſir, it ſhews as ridiculous and haugh- 


ty for us to imitate our betters in their honour, as in their 
finery; leave honour to nobility that can ſupport it : we 

r tolks, colonel, have no pretence to't ; and truly; I 
think, ſir, that your honour ſhou'd be caſhier'd with your 
icading-ſtaff, 


Oh Stand, 


32 The Conſtant Couple. 


Stand, Tis one of the greateſt curſes of poyerty, tobe 
the jeſt of chamber-maids, ; 
Enter Lurewell. 5 
Lure. Here s the packet, colonel, the whole magazine 
. of love'sartillery. lsi ves him the packet. 
Stand. Which ſince l have gain'd, Iwill turn upon the 
enemy. Madam, I'll bring you the news of my victory 
this evening. Poor Sir Harry? ha, ha, ha. Exit. 
Lure. To the right about as you were, march, colonel: 
ha, ha, ha. 
Vain man, who boaſts of ſtudy d parts and wiles; 
Nature in us your deepeſt art beguiles, 
Stamping deep cunning in our frowns and ſmiles. | 
You toil for art, your intellects you trace; 
Woman, without a _— ars policy in bye face. 


SCENE, Clincher Junior's Lodgings. 
Enter Clincher, opening a Letter, Servant following. 


Clin. reads. 
Dear Brother, | 


1 Will ſee you preſently; I have ſent this lad to wait on you, 
he can inſtruct you in the faſhions of the town ; Tam your 
affectionate Brother, 

| CLINCHER, 
Very well, and what's your name, Gr 5 
Dick. My name is Dicky, fir. — 
aun. Dicky! / 

Dick. Ay, Dicky, fir, | 
Clin. Very well, a pretty name! and- what can 1 you do, 
Mr. Dicky ? 5 
Dick, Why, fir, I can powder a wig, and pick up a 
whore. | 

Clin, O lord! O lord! a whore! why, are there many 
wang: in this town? | 
Dick, 
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Dick. Ha, ha, ha, many whores! there's a queſtion in- 
deed; why "fir, there are above five hundred urgeons in 
town. Harkee, fir, do you ſee that woman n there in the 
velvet ſcarf, and red knots? 

Clin. Ay, ſir, what then? 

Dick. Why, ſhe ſhall be at your ſervicein dias minutes, 
——as]'m a 

Clin. O 5 Ammon: why ſhe's a gentlewoman. 

Dick. A gentlewoman! why fo are all me whores in 
town, fir, 
| Enter Clincher ſenior. 

Clin. ſen. Brother, you're welcome to London 
Clin. jun. I thought, brother, you ow'd ſo much to 


the memory of my father, as to wear mourning for his 


Death. 


Clin. ſen. Why ſol do, fool; I wear this becauſe I have 


the eſtate, and you wear that, becauſe you have not the 
eſtate, You have cauſe to mourn indeed, brother. Well 
brother, I'm glad to ſee you, fare you well. [ Going. 
Clin. jun. Stay, ſtay brother, whereare you going ? 
Clin. ſen. How natural ' tis for a country booby to ask 
IE queſtions. Harkee, fir, is not my father 
cad? 
Clin. jun. Ay, ay, to my ſorrow. 
- Clin. ſen. No matter for that, he is dead; and am not l 
a young powder d N ail Engliſh heir? 
Clin. jun. Very right, 


Clin. ſen. Why — ſir, you may be ſure that I am go- 


ing to the Jubilee, fir. 
Clin. jun. Fubilee! what's that? 
Clin. ſen. 


= Rary Shows, and all that fir. 
Clin,” jun. And muſt you go ſo ſoon brother? 


| Clin. Jen. Yes, fir, for I muſt ſtaya month in Amſter- 


dam, to ſtudy P 


Clin. jun. Then 1 ſuppoſe, brother, you travel through | 


Mufcovy to learn faſhions ; don't you, brother? 


— ** P mn 


ubilee! why the Jubilee is faith [ don't | 

know what it is. | 
Dick, Why the Fubilee is the ſame thing with our Lord 

Mayor's day in the city; there will'be Pageants, and Sqmife; 


B 4 ; * Clin. 25 | 
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Clin, ſen. Brother! prithee Robin don't call me brother 
fir will do every jot as Well. 2 5 
Clin. jun. O Fupiter Ammon! why ſo? 
Clin. ſen. Becauſe people will imagine that you have a 
ſpight at me but have you ſeen your couſin Angelica 
yet, and her mother the lady Darling? ; 


Clin. jun. No, my dancing maſter has not been with me 


yet: how ſhall 1 ſalute them, brother? 

Clin. ſen. P'ſhaw, that's eaſy, tis only two ſcrapes, a 
kiſs, and your humble ſervant; I'll tell you more when I 
come from the Fubilee. Coinc along. Exeunt. 


s GEN E, Lady Darling's Houſe. | 


EM 
| Enter Wildair with à Letter. 
Wild. Like light and heat incorporate we lay, 
We bleſt the night, und curſt the coming day. 
Well, if this paper-kite flies ſure, 'm ſecure of my 
regs! the prettieſt Bordel J have ſeen, a very 
ately genteel one ( foozmen croſs the ſiage) hey day! equi- 
page too! now for a bawd by the Curteſ/, and a whore 
with a Coat of Arms ——S'death, I'm afraid I've miſtaken 
W 5 5 
og Enter Lady Darling. 
No, this muſt be the bawd by her bulk. — 
Darl. Your buſineſs, pray fir? 
Wild. Pleasure, madam. | | 
Dar. Then, ſir, you have no buſineſs here. 
Wild. This letter, madam, will inform you further; 


Mr. Vizard ſent it, with his humble ſervice to your lady- 


ſhip. 

Duarl. How does my couſin, fir ? 

| Wild. Ay, her couſin too, that's right procureſs agen. 
„ Den. Reads, | Madam—— 
Arneſt inclination to ſerve Sir Harry Madam 

court my couſin— gentleman — fortune — =. 

Your ladyſhip's moſt humble ſervant. VIZ ARD. 

Sir, your fortune and quality are ſufficient to recom- 


mend ycu any where; but what goes farther with me, is 


the recommendation of ſo ſober and pious a young gentle- 


man as my couſin Vizard, . Wild. 


9 = 
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Wild. A right ſanctifted bawd o my word. 
Darl. Sir Harry, your conversation with Mr. Vizard 


argues you a gentleman, free from the looſe and vicious 


carriage of the town: I'll therefore call my daughter. 
| | : i 
Wild. Now go thy way for an illuſtrious bawd of Baby- 
lon.— She dreſſes up a fin fo religiouſly, that the devil 
wou d hardly know it of his making. 
| Re-enter Darling with Angelica, 


Darl. Pray daughter use him civilly ; ſuch matches 


won't offer every day. Exit. 


ill. O all ye powers of love! an angel! s'death, what 


mony have I got in my pocket, I can't offer her leſs than 
twenty guineas——and by Jupiter ſhe's worth a hundred. 
Angel. Tis he! the very ſame! and his person as agree- 
able as his character of good humour pray heav'n his 
ſilence proceed from respect. 


Wild. How innocent ſhe looks! how wou'd that mo- 
deſty adorn virtue, when it makes even vice look fo char- 
ming! — By heav'n there is ſuch a commanding inno- 


cencein her looks, that I dare not ask the queſtion. 


Angel. Now, all the charms of real love and feign'd in- 


difference aſſiſt me to engage his heart; for mine is loſt 


alread | 


will Madam, I Zoons, I cannot ſpeak to 


her but ſhe'sa whore, and I will-—madam in ſhort, I, | — 


O bypocriſy, hypocriſy ! what a charming fin art thou? 


Ansel. He is 1 00 now to ſecure my conqueſt. I a 


thought fir, you had buſineſs to impart. e 
Mild. Buſineſs to impart! how nicely ſhe words it! yes 

madam ; don't you, don't you love ſinging birds, madam ? 
Angel, That's an odd queſtion for a 8 ſir. 


Wild, Why then madam, here is a neſt of the prettieſt. 


goldfinches that ever chirpt in a cage; twenty young ones, 
1 aſſufe you madam. ' '  * 5 ; 
Angel. Twenty young ones! what then, fir? 
Wild. Why then madam, there are twenty young ones 
s life, I think twenty is pretty fair. | | 
Angel. He's mad ſureSir Harry, when i 


* | 


* 
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| leafn'd more wit and manners, you ſhall be welcome here 


agen. | Exit. te 
| Wild. Wit and manners! I gadnow I conceive there m 
1 is a great deal of wit and manners in twenty guineas- — 
| Im ſure tis all the wit and manners have about me at pre- * 
| ſent. What ſhallI do? _ | 
Enter Clincher junior, and Dicky. | a 
What the devil's here? another couſin 1 warrant. ye? : 
| harkee fir, can you lend me ten or a dozen guineas inſtant- 
of I'll pay you fifteen for them in three hours upon my 4 
onour. 3 | 
Clin. jun. Theſe London ſparks are plaguy impudent! 


this fellow by bis wig and aſſurancecanbe no leſs than a 
courtier, 
Dick. He'srather a courtier by his borrowing. 
Clin. jun. Faith fir, I han't above five guineas about 
me. | 
Wild. What buſineſs have you here then ſir ? for to my 
knowledge twenty won't be ſufficient. 
Clin. jun. Sufficient! for what fir ? * 
Wild. What ſir? why, for that fir ; hat the devil ſhould — | 
it be, fir; I know your buſineſs notwithſtanding all your 
oravity, fir. ; 
Clin. jun. My buſineſs ! why my couſin lives here. 
Wild. I know your couſin does live here, and Vizard's 
couſin, and my couſin, and every bodies couſin — 
harkee, fir, I ſhall return immediately, and if you offer to 
touch her till 2 come back, I ſhall cut your throat, fert 
| Exit. 


Clin. Why the man's mad ſure. _ 
Dick. Mad, fir, ay; why he's a beau. 
Clin. A beau! what's that! are all madmen beaux? 
Dick. No, ſir, but moſt beaux are madmen. But now 
for your couſin; remember your three ſcrapes, a kiſs, 
and your humble ſervant. [ Exeunt as into the Houſe, 


SCEN E, The Street. 


Euter Wildair, Colonel following. 
Stand. Sir Harry, Sir Harry. | 


= iu 


Wild. I'm in haſte, colonel; beſides, if you're in no bet- 
, ter humour than when [ parted with you in the park this 
1 your company won't be very agreeable. 
Stand. Loui re a happy man, Sir Harry, who are never 
out ot humour: can nothing move your gall, Sir Harry ? 
Wild. Nothing but impoſlibilities, which are he Gap 


Stand. What impoſſibilities? 

Wild. The reſurrection of my father to diſinherit me; 
or an act of parliament againſt wenching. A man of eight 
thouſand pound per annum to be vext! no, no, anger and 
ſpleen are companions for younger brothers. 

Stand. Suppose one call d you ſon of a whore behind 
your back ? | 

Wild. Why then wou'd I call him raſcal behind his back, 
and ſo we re even. 5 | 

Stand. But ſuppose you had loſt a miſtreſs ? 

Wild. Why then I wou d get another. | | 

Stand, But ſuppose you were diſcarded by the woman 
you love ? that wou'd Reely trouble you. 

Wild. You're miſtaken, colonel, my love is neither ro- 
mantically honourable, nor meanly mercenary, 'tis only a 
pitch of gratitude; while ſhe loves me, I love her; when 
ſne deſiſts, the obligation's void. 

Stand. But to be miſtaken in your opinion, fir, if the 
Lady Lurewell (only ſuppose it) had diſcarded you 
ſay, only ſuppose it and had ſent your diſcharge by me? 
Wild. Paw that's another impoſſibility. 

Stand. Are you ſure ot that 

Wild. Why, twere a ſolecism in nature, we re finger 
and thumb, fir. She dances with me, ſings with me, 
plays with me, {wears with me, lies with me. | 

Stand. How, ſir! | ; 

Wild. I mean in an honourable way, that is ſhe lies for 
me. In ſhort, we are as like one another as a couple of 

uincas. 

; Stand. Now that | have rais d you to the 2 pinnacle 
of vanity, will I give you ſo mortifying a fall, as ſhall daſh 
your hopes to pieces I pray your honour to peruſe these 
papers. [Gives him the packet. 


wild. 


As 
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Wild. What ist, the muſter roll of your regiment, co- 
lonel? 


Stand. No, no, tis aliſt of your forces in your laſt love 
campaign; and for your comfort all dis 


Wild. Prithee, good metaphorical colonel, what d'ye . 


mean? 


Stand. Read, ſir, read, these are the Sybils leaves that 


will unfold your deſtiny. 


* * 


Wild. So it be not a false deed to cheat me of my eſtate, 
what care 1 (Opening the packet.) Humph! my hand! 


do the Lady Lyrewell_— to the Lady Luremeli— to the | 


Lady Lurewell_—. what devil haſt thou been tampering 
with to conjure up these ſpirits? | 
Stand. A certain familiar of your acquaintance, fir. 
Wild. (Reading.) -—— Madam, my paſſion-— ſo natu- 
your beauty contending force of charms — 
mankind— eternal admirer Wildair ! I never was aſham'd 
of my namehefore. [lf 


Stand. What, Sir Harry Wildair out of humour; ha, ha, 
ha, poor Sir : more glory in her ſmile than in the _ 


Jubilee at Rame; ha, ha, ha! but then her foot, Sir Harry, 
ſhe dances to a miracle! ha, ha, ha! * Sir Harry, a man 
of your parts write letters not worth a keeping! what 


ſay ſt thou, my dear knight errant? ha, ha, ha; you may | 


go ſeek adventures now indeed. | 
Wild. (Sings.) Let her wander, c. 


Stand. You are jilted to ſome tune, fir, blown up with 


false muſick, that's all. | . 

Wild. Now, why ſhould I be angry that a woman is a 
woman? ſince inconſtancy and falſhood are grounded in 

their natures, how can they help it? 

Stand. Then they muſt be grounded in your nature; for 
you and ſhe are finger and thumb, ſir. | 
Wild. Here's a copy of verſes too, I muſt turn poet in 

the devil's name ſtay—— $'death; what's here? this is 
her hand oh the charming characters! My dearWildair, 
(PRE ) That's 1-— this huff Huff Colonel— that's 

e is the rareſt fool in nature the devil he is! and as 

ſuch have Ius d him with all my heart, faith I had 
| | o 


no better way of letting you know that Ilodge in Pall- Mall near 
the Holy- Lamb Colonel, lm your moſt humble ſervant. 
Stand. Hold, fir, you ſhan't go yet, I han t delivered half 
my meſſage. 
Wild. Upon my faith, but you have, colonel. 
Stand. Well, well, own your ſpleen, out with it, I know 
you're like to burſt. | PS 
Wild. lam fo, by gad, ha, ha, ha! | 
| | Laugh, and point at one another, 
Stand. Ay, withall my „ ha, ha, Well, well, that's 
all forc'd, Sir Harry. | 
Wild. 1 was never better pleas'd in all my life, by Fupiter. 
Stand. Well, Sir Havry, tis prudence to hide your con- 
cern, when there's no help fort: but to be ſerious now, 
the lady has ſent = back all our papers there I was ſo 
Juſt as not to look upon 'em. 
mild. I'm glad on't, fir; for there were ſome things that 
I would not have you ſee. | 
Stand. All this ſhe has done for my ſake; and I deſire 
you would decline any farther pretenſions for your own 
jake. So honeſt, good-natur'd Sir Harry, I'm your hum- 
ble ſervant. Exit. 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha, poor colonel— O the delight of 
an ingenious miſtreſs! what a life and briskneſs it adds to 
an amour, like the loves of mighty Jove, ſtill ſueing in 
different ſhapes. A Legerdemain Miſtreſs, who, preſto, paſs, 
and ſhe's vaniſh'd, then Hey, in an inſtant in your arms 
agen, [ Going. 
5 Enter Vizard. 
Viz, Well met, Sir Harry; what news from the iſland 
of love? | 
Wild. Faith, we made but a broken voyage by your 
card; but now Iam bound for another port: I told you the 
colonel was my rival. 
Viz. The colonel! curs'd misfortune! another! [ Aſide. 
Wild. But the civilleſt in the world; he brought me word 
where my miſtreſs lodges; the ſtory's too long to tell you 
now, for I muſtfly. | 
___  Viz,, What! have you given over all thoughts of An- 
gelica? | 
Þ Wild. 
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- Wild. No, no, I'll think of her ſome other time. But 
now for the Lady Larewell; wit and beauty calls. 
That miſtreſs ne er can pall her lover's joys, 
whe wit can whet, when e er her _ cloys. 
Herlittle amorons frauds all truths excell; 
And make us happy, being deceiv d ſo well. Exit. 
Viz. (ſolus) — The colonel my rival too! how ſhall I 
manage? there is but one way him and the knight will 
I ſetatilting, where one cuts t'other's throat, and the ſur- 
vivor's hang'd : ſo there will be two rivals pretty decently 
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diſpos d of. Since honour may oblige them to play the 


fool, why ſhould not neceſſity engage me to play the knave ? 


Exit. 


SCEN E, Lurewell's Lodgings. 


Lurewell and Parly. 
Lure. Has the ſervant brought me the money from my 
merchant ? . 


Parly. No, madam, he met alderman Smuggler at Cha- 


ring croſi, who has promis 'd to wait on you himself im- 
mediately. 


Lure. Tis odd, that this old rogue ſnou d pretend to love 


me, and at the ſame time cheat me of my money. 

Pariy. Tis well, madam, if he don't cheat you of your 
eſtate; for you ſay, the writings are in his hands. 

Lure. But what ſatisfaction can | get of him ? 

Enter Smuggler. | 

Mr. Alderman, your ſervant, have you brought me any 
money, fir? 8 

Smug. Faith, madam, trading is very dead: what with 
paying the taxes, raiſing the cuſtoms, loſſes at ſea abroad, 
and maintaining our wives at home, the bank is reduc'd 
very low. __ | 

Lure. Come, come, ſir, these evaſions won't ſerve your 
turn, I muſt ha' money, ſir. I hope you don't deſign to 
cheat me? | 
Smug. Cheat you, madam! have a care what you ſay: 

I'm an alder man, madam ; cheat you, madam ! I have 
been an honeſt citizen these five and thirty years! 


* 


Lure. 


Lure. An honeft citizen! bear witneſs, Parly! | fhall 
rap him in more lies presently come, fir, tho I'm a 
woman, | can take a course. 
Smug. What courſe, madam? you ll go to law, will ye? 
can maintain a ſuit of law, be it right or wrong, these 
forty years, I'm ſure of that, thanks to the honeſt practice 
df the courts. | : ; 
_ Sir, I'll blaſt your reputation, and ſo ruin your 
credit. 
Smug. Blaſt my reputation! he, he, he: why I'm a re- 
ligious man, madam, I have been very inſtrumental in the 
reformation of manners. Ruin my credit! ah, poor wo- 
man: there is but one way, madam. you have a ſweet 
leering eye. | | 
Lure. You inſtrumental in the reformation! how ! 
Smug. | whipt all the whores cut and long-tail, out of 
the pariſh——ah! that leering eye! then I voted for pul- 
ling down the play- house: ah that ogle, that ogle!—— 
then my own pious example ah that lip, that lip. 
_ Zire. Here's a religious rogue for you now! — as 
8 hope to be ſav d I have a good mind to beat the old monſter. 
Smug. Madam, I have brought you about a hundred 
; oy fifty guineas (a great deal of money as times go) 
and 
Lure. Come, give it me. 
Smug. Ah that hand, that hand, that pretty ſoft, white 
Il have brought it you ſee; but the condition of the 
obligation is ſuch, that whereas that leering eye, that 
pouring lip, that pretty ſoft hand, that you underſtand 
me, you underſtand I'm ſure you do, you little rogue 

Lure. Here's a villain now, ſo covetous, that he won't 
wench upon his own coſt, but would bribe me with my 
' own money. I will be reveng'd —— Upon my word Mr. 
Alderman you make me bluſh, what d'ye mean, pray? 

#3 Sug. See here, madam, (puts a piece of money in his 
mouth) buſs and guinea, buſs and guinea, buſs and guinea. 
| Lure. Well, Mr. Alderman, you have ſuch pretty yel- 

low teeth, and green gums, that I will, ha, ha, ha, ha. 

*_ Smug. Will you indeed, he, he, he, my little cocket; 
and when, and where, and bow? * * > 
: re. 
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Lure. *Twill be a difficult point, fir, to ſecureboth our 


honours; you muſt therefore be disguis d Mr. Alderman. 


= 


Smug. P'ſhaw! no matter, Iam an old fornicator, I'm 
not half ſo religious as I ſeem to be. You little rogue, 
why i'm disguis'd as I am, our ſanctity is all outſide, all hy- 
pocrisy. N gr 

Lure. No man is ſeen to come into this house after night 
falls; you muſt therefore ſneak in, when tis dark, in wo- 
man's cloaths. 5 

Smug. J gad fo, cod ſo l have a uit a purpose, my 
my littie cocker, I love to be disguis d, I cod I make a ve- 
ry handsome woman, I cod ] do. 5 

Enter Servant, whiſpers Lure well. 
Lure. Oh! Mr. Alderman, ſhall I beg you to walk into 


thenext room? hereare ſome ſtrangers coming up. 


Smug. Buſs and guinea firſt, ah my little cocket. 
Exit. 
| | Enter Wildair, 
Wild. My life, my ſoul, my all that heaven can give. 
Lure. Death's life with thee, without thee death to live. 
Welcome, my dear Sir Harry, I ſee you got my directions. 


Wild. Directions! in the moſt charming manner, thou 


dear Machiavel of intrigue. 
Lure. Still brisk and airy I find, Sir Harry. 
Mild. The ſight of you, madam, exalts my air, and 
makes joy lighten in my face. | 
Lure. J have a thousand queſtions to ask you, Sir Harry. 
How d'ye like France? N | 
Wild. Ah! ceſt le plus beau pais du monde. 
Lure. Then what made you leave it ſoſoon ? 
Wild. Madame, vous voyex que je vous ſuis par tout. 
Lure. O monſieur, je vous ſuis firs obligee—But where's 
the court now ? | | 
Wild. At Marly, madam, . _ 
- Lure, And where my Count LeValier ? 
Wild. His body's in the church of Noſtre Dame, I don't 
know where his ſoul is. 
Lure. What disease did he die of? 
Wild. A Duel, madam, I was his Doctor. 
Lure. How d' ye mem? 


ill. 


Fe. 
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wild. As moſt doctors do, I kilbdhim. 

Lure. En Cavalier, my dear knight errant, well, and 
how? and how, what intrigues, what gallantries are car- 
trying on in the Beau Monde? 

Wild. 1 ſhould ask you that queſtion, madam, ſince your 
ladyſhip makes the Beau Monde wherever your come. 

Lure. Ah! Sir Harry, I've. been almoſt ruin'd, peſter'd 
to death here by the inceſſant attacks of a mighty colonel; 
he has beſieg d me as cloſe as our army did Namur. 

Wild. J hope your Iadyſhip did not ſurrender tho? 

Lure. No no, but was forc'd to capitulate; but ſince you 
= _ to raise the ſiege, we'll dance, and ſing, and 
lau 
2 Id. And ve, and Kiſs——Montrez moy votre Chant- 


Lure. Artendex, Attendex un pen — J remember, Sir 
Harry, you promis d me in Paris never to ask that impeni- 
nent queſtion agen. 

Wild. P'ſhaw, madam, that was above two months 
— beſides, madam, treaties made in France are never 

ept. 

2 Wou d you marry me, Sir Harm? 


Mild. Oh! Le thariage eſt un gra . but 1 will 
marry you. 

Lure. Your word, fir, is not to be rely'd on: it a gentle- 
man will forfeit his honour in dealings of buſineſs, we 
may reasonably ſuspect his fidelity in an amour. 

Wild. My honour in dealings of buſineſs! why, madam, 
I never had any buſineſs in life. | 

Lure. Yes, Sir Harry, I have 1 a very odd ſtory, and 


am forry that a gentleman of your figure ſhou'd gs 
the 8 p Fey 


Wild. Out with it, madam. 


Lure. Why the merchant, ſir, that tranſinitted your 


bills ot exchange to you in France, complains of ſome i in- 
direct and diſhonourable dealings. 


Mild. Who, old Smuggler! 
Lure. Ay, ay, you know him ! find. 


Mill. I have no leſs than reason, I think; why therogue : | 


has cheated me of above five hundred pad within these 
"three years, C Lure. 


Ry 
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Lore. "Tis your buſineſs then to acquit your ſelf publick- IM 


ly, for he ſpreads the ſcandal every where. 
Mild. Acquit my {elf publickly! _— here firrah, my 
coach, I'Il drive inſtantly into the city, and cane the old 
villain round the Royal Exchange; he ſhall run the gauntler 
through a thousand bruſnt beavers and formal cravats, 
Lure. Why he is in the house now, fir, 
Wild. What, in this house? 
Lure. Ay, in the next room. 
Wild. Then, ſirrah, lend me your cudgel. 
Lure. Sir Harry, you won't raise a diſturbance in my 
house? 5 
Mild. Diſturbance, madam ! no, no, ll beat him with 
the temper of a philoſopher. Here, Mrs. Parly, ſhew me 
the gentleman. Exit with Parly. 
Lure. Now ſhall I get the old monſter well beaten, and 
Sir Harry peſter d next term with bloodſheds, batteries, 
coſts, and damages, ſollicitors, and attornies; and if they 
don't teize him out of his good humour, I'll never plot 


a agen. | * Exit. N 


SCENE changes to another room in the ſame houſe. 


Enter Smuggler. 
Smug. O this damn'd tide-waiter ! a ſhip and cargo 
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worth five thousand pound ! why tis richly worth five 


hundred perjuries. 
Enter Wildair. 

Wild. Dear Mr. Alderman, I'm your moſt devoted and 
humble ſervant. Is. 


Smug. My beſt friend Sir Harry, you're welcome to . 


England. 

Wild. Ill aſſure you, fir, there's not a man in the king's 
dominions I'm gladder to meet. 

Smug. O lord, ſir, you travellers have the moſt obliging 
ways with you. 5 „ | 

IWild. There is a buſineſs Mr. Alderman fall'n out, which 
you may oblige me infinitely by—I am very ſorry that I'm 
tore d to be troublesome; but neceſſity, Mr. Alderman. 


Smug. 
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= CSmug. Ay, fir, as you fay neceſſity but upon my 

word, ſir, Iam very ſhort of moneyat present, but——. 
1 Wild. That's not the matter, fir, I'm above an obligati- 
0 on that way; but the buſineſs is, I am reduc d to an indiſ- 


nſible neceſſity of being oblig'd to you for a beating 
| [wo take this cudgel. 5 ä g 85 
4 Smug. A beating, Sir Harry! ha, ha, ha, I beat a knight 
4 baronet! an alderman turn cudgel-player, ha, ha, ha. 
Wild. Upon my word, fir, you muſt beat me, or I cud- 
gel you, take your choice. | 
3 Smug. P'ſnaw, p'ſhaw, you jeſt. 
1 Wild. Nay, tis as ſure as fate; fo, alderman, I hope 
you ll pardon my curioſity. [Beats him. 
| Smug. Curiofity ! duce take your curioſity, fir, what 
dye mean? 
f Wild. Nothing at all, I'm but in jeſt, far. 
' F © Smug. O, I can take any thing in jeſt; but a man might 
1 imagine by the ſmartneſs of the ſtroak, that you were in 
downright earneſt. 

Wild. Not in the leaſt, fir, (ſtrikes him) not in the leaſt 
indeed, ſir. . — 
Smug. Pray, good fir, no more of your jeſts, for they 

are the blunteſt jeſts that I ever knew. | 
| Wild. (ſtrikes) I heartily beg your pardon, with all yy 
* — heart, fir. 1 | 
Smug. Pardon, fir, well, fir, that is ſatis faction enough 
from a gentleman ; but ſeriouſly now, if you paſs any 
more of your jeſts upon me, I ſhall grow angry. 
Wild. J humbly beg your permiſſion to break one or 
two more. | [ Striking him. 
Smug. O lord, ſir, you'll break my bones: are you mad, 
fir? murder! felony ! man-ſlaughter! 85 
[Wild. knocks him damn. 
Wild. Sir, I beg you ten thousand pardons; but Iam ab- 
ſolutely compel!'d tot, upon my honour, fir; nothing can 
be more averſe to my inclinations, than to jeſt with my 
honeſt, dear, loving, obliging friend, the alderman. 
: [ Striking him all this while, Smuggler tumbles over and 
. over, and ſhakes out his baer let on the floor; Lure- 
; Well enters, takes it up. | ; 
b | -C 2 Ture. 
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are. The old rogue's pocket- book, this may be of use. 


| [ Aſide, 
O lord, Sir Harry's murdering the poor old man 
Smug. O dear madam, I was beaten in jeſt, till I am 
murder'd in good earneſt. Fe 
Lure. Well, well, I'll bring you of 3 Signior——Frappez, | 
Frappez. ; ; 6 
Smug. O for charity's fake, madam, reſcue a poor citi- 
Zen. ; 
Lure. O you barbarous man, hold, hold, Frappez, plms . | 
rudement, . I wonder you are not aſnam d. 
a A { - [Holding Wild. 
A poor reverend honeſt elder _— [Helps Smug. up. 
It makes me weep to ſee him in this condition. Poor 
man! now the devil take you, Sir Harry for not beat- 
ing him harder: well, my dear, you ſhall come at night, + 
and I'll make you amends. Here Sir Harry takes fouff Þ 
e 


Smug. Madam, I will have amends before I leave 
place; fir, how durſt you uſe me thus? 
Wild. Sir? | 
Smug. Sir, I ſay that I will have ſatisfaction. 
Wild. With all my heart. [Throws ſnuff into his eyes. 
Smug. O, murder! blindneſs! fire! O madam, madam, 
get me {ome water, water! fire! fire! water! 
; [Exit with Lurewell, 
Wild. How pleaſant is reſenting an injury without paſſi- 
on: *tis the beauty of revenge. 
Let ſtateſmen plot, and under buſmeſs groan, 
And ſettling publick quiet loſe their own. 
Let ſoldiers drudge and fight for pay or fame : 
For when they're ſhot, Ithink'tis much the ſame. 
Let ſcholars vex their brains with mood and tenſe, | 
And mad with ſtrength of reaſon, fools commence, | 
Loſing their wits in ſearching after ſenſe. 
Their ſummum bonum they muſt toil to gain; 
And ſeeking pleaſure, ſpend their life in pain. 
I make the moſt of life, no hour miſpend, 
Pleaſure's the means, and pleaſure is my end. 
Noſpleen, no trouble ſhall my time deſtroy: | 
Life's but a ſpan ; I'll every inch enjoy. - FExit. 
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SCENE, The STREET. 


* 


Enter Standard and Vizard. 


Stand. 13 him word where ſhe lodg'd ! I the civilleſt 
rival in the world! 'tis impoſſible. 

Viz. I ſhall urge it no further, fir; I only thought, fir, 
that my character in the world might add authority to my 
words without ſo many repetitions. @_ 

Stand. Pardon me, dear Vizard— our belief ſtruggles 


| hard, before it can be brought to yield to the diſadvantage 


of what we love; tis ſo great an abuse to our judgment, 
that it makes the fault ur choice our own Yiting, 
But what ſaid Sir Harry ? — | 
Viz. He pitied the poor credulous colonel, laugh'd hear- 
tily, flew away with all the raptures of a bridegroom, re- 
peating these lines. | 
A miſtreſsne'er can pall her lover's joys, | 
Whoſe wit can whet when e er her beauty cloys. 


Stand. A miſtreſs ne er can pall! By all my wrongs he 
whopes her! and Im made their property. Vengeance! 
Vizard, you muſt carry a note from me to Sir Harry. 

Viz. What! a challenge! I hope you don't deſiga to fight? 

Stand. What! wear the livery of my king, and pocket 
an affront !*twere an abuse to his ſacred majeſty: a ſoldier's 
{word, Vizard, ſhould ſtart of it {elf to redreſs it's maſter's 
wrongs. N | 
Viz. However, fir, I think it not proper for me to car- 

ry any ſuch meſlage between triends. 
Staud. I have ne er a ſervant here, what ſhallI do? 
Viz. There's Tom Errand, the porter, that plys at the 
Blew;Poſts, and who knows Sir Harry and his haunts very 
well; you may ſend a note by him. | . 


Stand. Here! you! friend! 


C 3 | Vix. 
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nix. Ihave now ſome buſineſs, and muſt take m y leave, 
I wou'd advise younevertheleſs againſt this affair. 

Stand. No whiſpering now, nor telling of friends to 
prevent us. He that diſappoints a man N an honourable 
revenge, may love him fooliſnly like a wife, but never value 
him as a friend. 

Viz; Nay, the devil take him that parts you, ſay I. 

(Exit, 
Enter Porter running. 

Err. Did your honour call a porter! 2 

Stand. Is your name Tom Errand? 

Err. People call me ſo, an t like your worſhip. 

Stand. D'ye know Sir Harry Wildair ? 

Err. Ay, very well, ſir, he's one of my maſters ; many 
A i round half crown have 1 had of his worſhip; he” snewly 
come home trom France, fir. 


Stand. Go to the next co ffee- house, and wait for _—_— 


O woman, woman! 
Ho bleſt js man, when favour d by your ſmiles? 
And how accurſt when all those ſmiles are found 
But wanton bairs to ſooth us to deſtruction? 
Thus our chief joys with baſe allays are Curſt, 
And our beſt things, when once corrupted, worſt. © 


Enter Wildair and Clincher ſen. following. 
Clin. fon, Sir, fir, fir, having ſome buſineſs of impor- 
tance to communicate to you, 1 would beg your attention 
toa triffing affair that I wou'd impart to you. 
Wild. What is your trifling buſineſs of importance, pray, 
ſweet fir ? 
Clin. ſen. Pray, fir, are the roads wp between this and 
Paris? 
Wild. Why that queſtion, ſir ? | 
Clen. ſen, Because I detign to go to the Fubile, fir; I 
underſtand that. you area traveller, fir; there is an air 'of 
travel in the tie of your cravat, ſir chere is indeed, r— 
I ſuppose, fir, you bought this lace in Flanders. 
. Will. No, fir, this lace was made in Norway. 
Clin. ſen. Norway, ſir! 


Wild, Yes, lr, of of the bra of deal boards. 5 i 
in. 


* 


[Exit, 
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Clin. ſen. That's very ſtrange now, faith Jace made 
of the ſhavings of deal boards! I gad, fir, you travellers 
ſee very ſtrange things abroad, very incredible things a- 
broad, indeed. Well, I'll have a cravat of the very ſame 
ace before I come home. 
Wild. But fir, what preparations have you made for 

your journey? COSTS cs. ST 

Clin. ſen. A caſe of pocket-piſtols for the bravos and 
a ſwimming girdle. | 

Wild. Why these, fir ? | 

Clin. ſen, O lord, fir, I'll tell you ſuppose us in Rome 
now; away goes me to ſome ball for Ill be a mighty 
beau: then as 1 ſaid, I go to ſome ball, or ſome bear baiting, 


" --—— * * b 


. U 


tis all one you know——then comes a fine Italian Bona- 


Roba, and plucks me by the ſleeve, Seigniour Angle, Seig- 
niour Angle ſhe's a very fine lady, observe that Seig- 
niour Angle, ſays ſhe—— Seigmora, ſays I, and trips after 
her to the corner of a ſtreet, ſuppose it Raſſel-ſtreet here, 
or any other ſtreet; then you know I muſt invite her to the 
tavern, I can do no leſs. There up comes her bravo, the 
Italian grows ſawcy, and I give him an Engliſh douse o 


the face. I can box, ſir, box tightly, I was a prentice, 


ſir— but then, ſir, he whips out his Stilletto, and I whips 
out my Bull-dog. flaps him through, trips down ſtairs, 
turns the corner of Raſſel-ſtreet again, and whips me into 
the ambaſſador's train; and there I'm ſafe as a beau behind 
the ſcenes. 

Wild. Is your piſtol 28 ſir? | : 
Clin. ſen. Only a brace of bullets, that's all, fir : I deſign 
to ſhoot ſeven Italians a week, ſir. | | 

Wild. Sir, you won't have provocation. | 
Clin. ſen. Provocation, fir! zauns, fir, I'll kill any man 
for treading upon my corn, and there will be a deviliſn 


throng of people there; they ſay, that all the princes in 


ah will be there. 


Wild. And all the fops and fiddles in Europe but the 
uſe of your ſwimming girdle, pray, fir? 

Clin. ſen. O lord, fir, that's eaſie. Suppose the ſhip caſt 
away now ; whilſt other fooliſh people are buſy at their 
prayers, I whip on my fwimming girdle, clapa month's 

| 833 proviſion 
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proviſion into my pockets, and fails me away like an e 


5 
in 

a duck's belly. And har kee, dir, Ihave a new 55 in 

my head. Where d'ye think my ſwimming girdle ſhall | 


carry me upon this occaſion ? tis a new project, 
Wild. Where, ſir? 


Clin. ſen. To Civita Vecchia, faith and troth, and ſo fave | 
the charges of my paſſage! well, fir, you muſt pardon me | 
now, I'm going to ſee my miſtreſs. Exit. 

Wild. This fellow's an accompliſh'd aſs beforc he goes | 
abroad. Well! this Angelica has got into my heart, and I | 
can't get her out of my head, I muſt pay her t'other viſit. 


* 


[ Exit, 
s CEN E, LaqDarling's Houſe. 


Angelica, ſola. | | 
"Unhappy ſtate of woman! whose chief virtue is but ce- 
remony, and our moſt boaſte> modeſty but a {laviſh re- 


ſtraint. The ſtrict confinement on our words makes our 
thoughts ramble more, and what preſerves our outward 


fame, deſtroys our inward quiet—— tis hard that love 
ſhou'd be deny'd the priviledge of hatred; that ſcandal and 


detraction ſhou'd be ſo much indulg d, yet ſacred love and 


truth debarr'd our converſation. 
Enter Darling, Clincher jun. and Dicky. 

Darl. This is mydaughter, couſin. 

Dick. Now, fir, remember your three ſcrapes. 

Clin. (Saluting Angelica.) One, two, three, (Kiſſes her.) 
your humble ſervant. Was not that right, Dicky. 

Dick. Ay, faith, fir, but why don't you ſpeak to her? 

Clin. jun. I beg your pardon, Dicky. 1 know my di- 


ſtance: wou d you have me ſpeak to a lady at the firſt ſight? 4 


: Dick. Ay, fir, by all means, the firſt aim is the ſureſt. 
Clin. jun. Nov for a good jeſt, to make her laugh hear- 
tily—— by Jupiter Ammon, Ill go give her a kiſs, 
| e 
| Enter Wildair, interpoſmg. | 
Wild. Tis all to no purpose, I told you ſo before; your 
itiful five guineas will never do you may march, fir, 


jor as far as hve hundred pounds will go, 1! out- bid you. 


: 
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Clin. jan. What the devil! the mad-man's here again. 
Darl. Bleſs me, couſin ! what d ye mean? affront agen · 


deman of his quality in my house! 


f 
9 


Clin. jun. Quality! why, madam, I don't know what 


you mean by your madmen, and your beaux, and your qua- 
lity,—— They're all alike, I believe. g 


Darl. Pray, ſir, walk with me into the next room. 
2 [Exit Darl. leading Clin, Dicky follows. 


Angel. Sir, if your converſation te no more agreeable 
than 'twas the laft time; I wou'd advise you to make it as 
ſnort as you can. | | | 
Wild. The offences of my laſt viſit, madam, bore their 
puniſhment in the commiſſion; and have made me as un- 
_ till I receive pardon, as your ladyſhip can be till I ſue 
or it. | 
Angel. Sir Harry, I did not well underſtand the offence, 
and muſt therefore proportion it to the greatneſs of your 
© apology; if you wou'd therefore have me think it light, 
take no great pains in an excuse. | 


Wild. How {ſweet muft be the lips that that 
tongue: Then, madam, no more of paſt offences, let 
us prepare for joys to come; let this ſeal my pardon. (Kiſſes 


her hand.) And this (Again.) initiate me to farther hap- 


pineſs. | N 
Angel. Hold, ſir— one _ Sir Harry, and. pray 


anſwer plainly : d'ye love me 


Wild. Love you! does fire aſcend ? do hypocrites diſ- 
ſemble? uſurers love gold, or great men flattery? doubt 


these, then queſtion that I love. 


Angel. This ſhews your gallantry, fir, but not your love. 
Wild. View your own charms, madam, then judge ot 
my paſſion ; your beauty raviſhes my eye, your voice my 
ear, and your touch has thrill'd my melting ſoul. | 
Angel. If your words be real, tis in your power to raiſe 
an equal flame in me. | at 
Wild. Nay, then I ſeize —- / ! 
Angel. Hold, ſir, tis also poſſible to make me deteſt and 
ſcorn you worſe than the moſt profligate of your deceiving 
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Wild. Ha! a very odd turn this. Thope, madam, you 
only affect anger, because you know your frowns are be- 
coming. | A . 
Angel. Sir Harry, you being the beſt judge of your own 
deſigns, can beſt undenſtand whether my anger ſhou d be 
real or diſſembled : think what ſtrict modeſty ſhou'd bear, 
then judge of my reſentments. = 
Mild. Strict modeſty ſhou'd bear! why faith madam, I Ct 
believe the ſtricteſt modeſty may bear fifty guineas, and I . 
don't believe 'twill bear onefarthing more. b 
Angel. What d'ye mean, fir. h 
Wild. Nay, madam, what do you mean? if you go to 
that: I think now fifty guineas is à very fine offer for your MM} © 
ſtrict modeſty, as you call it. | : if 
Angel. Tis more charitable, Sir Harry, to charge the 
impertinence of a man of your figure, on his defect in un- 
derſtanding, than on his want of manners I'm afraid 
you re mad, ſir. | ! 
Wild. Why, madam, you'reenough to make any man 1 
mad. 8 death, are not you a—— 1 | 
Angel. What, fir? dF 
Wild. Why, a lady of — ſtrict modeſty, if you will 
-haveitſo? 3 1 
Angel. I ſhall never hereafter truſt common report, ẽ 
which repreſented you, ſir, a man of honour, wit, 
and breeding; for I find you very deficient in all. 
| 5 | Exit, 
Wild. folus. Nowy find that the ſtri&t pretences which 
the ladies of pleasure make to ſtriẽt modeſty, is the reason 
-why thoſe of quality are aſnam d to wear it. 5 | 
Enter Vizard. 
Viz. Ah, Sir Harry, have I caught you? well, and what 
| ſucceſs? Is = . 5h & 
1:8 Wild.-Succeſs! tis a ſhame for you young fellows in 
1 town here, to let the wenches grow ſo ſawcy: I offer'd her 
fifty guincas, and ſhe was in her airs presently. I could 
713 have had two counteſſes in Paris for half the money, and 
oO je vous remercie into the bargain. | 3 tote 
R Viz, Gone in her airs, ſay you? and did not you follow 
her? 


* 


Wild, 


it. Vet ſti 


Wild. Whither ſhould I follow her? 
Viz, Into her bed-chamber, man. She went on pur- 


E you a man of gallantry, and not under ſtand that a 


y's I pr whenſhe 72 her airs, as you call it. 
wild. She talk d to me of ſtrict modeſty, and ſtuff. 
Viz. Certainly moſt women magnify their modeſty, 


for the ſame reason that cowards boaſt their courage, be- 


causethey haveleaſton't. Come, come, Sir Harry, when 
you make your next aſſault, encourage your ſpirits with 
brick Burgundy; if you ſucceed, tis well; if not, you 
have a fair excuſe for your rudeneſs. Il go in, and make 
your peace for what's paſt, Oh! I had almoſt forgot 
Oo Standard wants to ſpeak with you about ſome bu- 
1 | 
Wild. Tl wait upon him presently; d'ye know where 
he may be found? | 
Pix. In the Piazza of Covent-Garden, about an hour 
hence, I promiſed to ſee him, and there you may meet 
him; tohave your throat cut. | { Aſide. 


I go in and intercede for you. 


Wild. But no foul play with the lady, Vix ard. [Exit. 
Viz. No fair play I can aſſure you. [Ext 


8 CE NE, The ſtreet before Lurewell's lodgings; Clin- 


cher ſen, and Lurewell coqueting in the Balcony. 


| Enter Standard. | 
Stand. How weak is reason in disputes of love! that da- 
ring reason which ſo oft pretends to queſtion works of 


hig omnipotence, yet poorly truckles to our weakelt paſ- | 


lions, and yields implicite faith to fooliſh love, paying blind 
zeal to faithleſs woman's eyes. I've heard her falſhood 
with ſuch preſſing proofs, that I no longer ſhou'd diſtruſt 
12 love wou'd baffle demonſtration, and make 
impgſſibilities ſeem probable. (looks up.) Ha! that fool 
too! what! ſtoop ſo low as that animal Tis true, Wo- 
men once fall'n, like cowards in despair, will ſtick at no- 
thing, there's no medium in their actions. They muſt be 
bright as angels, or black as fiends. But now for my re- 
| - Venge, 
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Lurewell comes down with Clincher. The Scene changes to 


venge, I'll kick her cully before her face, call her a whore; 


curse the whole ſex, and fo leave her. [ Goes in. 


a dining-room, 


Hons. O lord, fir, *tis my husband; what will become 2 
of you? | 

Clin. Eh! your husband! oh I ſhall be murder d. What 
ſhallI do? where ſhall I run? Pl! creep into an oven, I'll 
climb up the chimney ; II ly; l ſwim ! wiſh to the 


lord I were at the Jubilee now. 
Lure. Can't you think of any thing, fir? 
Enter Tom Errand. 
What do you want, fir ? | 


Erra. Madam, I am looking for Sir Har Wildair 3 I 


ſaw him come in here this morning; and did imagine he 
Might be here ſtill. 


Ture. A lucky hitt! here friend, change cloaths with q 


this gentleman quickly : ſtrip. 


Clin. Ay, ay, quickly ſtrip: I'll give you half a crown. | 


Come here: ſo. [They change cloaths. 

Lure. Now flip you, (To Clinch.) Kr ſtairs, and 
wait at the door till my husband be gone; and get you in 
there (To the porter) till I call you. | 


| T Puts Errand into the next room. 


Enter Standard. | 
Oh, ſir! are you come? I wonder, fir, how you have the 
confidence to approach me after ſo baſe a trick. 

Stand. O, madam); all your artifices won't prevail. 


Lure. Nay, fir, your artifices won't avail. I thought, 
. fir, that I gave you caution enough againſt troubling me 
With Sir HarryWildair's company when I ſent his letters 
back by you : yet you forsooth muſt tell him where þ 


lodg'd, and expose me again to his impertinent courtſhip ! 
Stand. 1exposeyoutohis courtſhip ! | 


Lure. III lay my life you'll deny it now: come, come, 
ſir, a pitiful lie is as ſcandalous to a red coat, as an oath to a 
black. Did not Sir Harm himself tell me, that he found | 


out by you where l lodg de 


Stand. You'reall lies: firſt, your heart is talse, your eyes 


are double; one look belies another: and then your tongue 


* 
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does 


We Conſtant Couple. SF- 


does contradict them all. Madam, I ſee a little devil juſt 
now hammering out a lie in your pericranium. 

Lure. As I hope for mercy he's in the right on't. (Aſide.) 
Hold, fir, you have got the play-house cant upon your 
tongue, and think that wit may priviledge your railing : 
but I muſt tell you, fir, that what is ſatyr upon the ſtage, 
4 een | | 
Stand. What is feign'd upon the ſtage, is here in reality? 
real falſnood. Yes, — eee expos d you to Jo 
courtſhip of your fool Clincher too? I hope your female 
wiles will impose that upon mealſo _— 

Lure. Clincher! nay, now, you're ſtark mad. I know 
no ſuch person. | 

Stand. O woman in perfection! not know him! S'life, 
madam, can my eyes, my piercing jealous eyes be ſo de- 
luded? nay, madam, my nose could not miſtake him; for 
I ſmelt the fop by his pulvilio, from the balcony down to 
the ſtreet. 5 5 „ 

Lure. The balcony ! ha, ha, ha, the balcony ! Pl be 
hang'd but he has miſtaken Sir Harry Wildair's footman 
with a new French livery, for a beau. | 


Stand. S death, madam, what is there in me that looks 
like a cully ? did I not ſee him? | 


Colonel: will you believe your eyes, now that I have rubb d 
them open? Here, you friend. . 
Enter Errand in Clincher's cloaths. 

Stand. This is illuſion all; my eyes conſpire againſt 
themselves. Tis legerdemain. __ | 
Lure. Legerdemain! is that all your acknowledgment 
for your rude behaviour? —— oh, what a curse is it to 
loveas1do!—— but don't presume too far, fir, on my at- 
fection: for ſuch ungenerous usage will ſoon return my 
tir'd heart Be gone, fir, (to the porter.) to your imper- 
tinent maſter, and tell him I ſhall never be at leisure to 2 
ceive any of his troublesome viſits . ſend to me to know 
when I ſhould be at home! be gone, ſir : l am ſure 
he has made me an unfortunate woman.  [Weeps. 

Stand. Nay, then there is no certainty in natu e; and 
truth is only talſhood well disguis'd. | 


Lure. No, no, you cou'd not ſee him; you re dreaming, 
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Lure. Sir, had not I own'd my fond fooliſh paſſion, I} 
ſhou'd not have been ſubject to ſuch unjuſt ſuſpicions; but 
tis an ungrateful return. [ Weeping 
Stand. Now where are all my firm resolves? I will be 
lieve her juſt. My paffion rais'd my jealouſy; then why} 
mayn't love be blind in finding faults as in excuſing them 
l hope, madam, you'll pardon me, fince jealouſy thats 


— 


magnify d my ſuspicion is as much the effect of love as my 
eaſineſs in being ſatisfy d. | : 
Lure, Eaſineſs in being ſatisfy d! you men have got an 
insolent way of extorting pardon, by perſiſting in your 
faults. No, no, fir, cheriſh your ſuſpicions, and feed up- 
on your jealouſy : tis fit meat for your ſqueamiſh fto-Y 
With me all women ſhou'd this rule purſue: 
Who thinks us falſe, ſhou'd never find us true. 
f Exit in a rage 
Enter Clincher in the porter's cloaths. 
Clin. Well, intriguing is the prettieſt pleasanteſt thing 
tor a man of my parts: how ſhall we laugh at the hus- 
band when he is gone? ——how ſillily he looks? he's in la- 
bour of horns . to make a colonel a cuckold 
 *twill be rare news for the alderman. | [Aſide. 
Stand. All this fir Harry has occafion'd; but he's brave, 
and will afford me juſt revenge : — O! this is the porter 
1 ſent the challenge by : _— Well, fir, have you found ; 
im? 85 - 
Clin. What the devil does he mean now? , 
Stand. Have you given Sir Harry the note, fellow ? f 
Clin. The note! what note? | I 
Stand. The letter, blockhead, which I ſent by you to ; 
Sir Harry Wildair ; have you ſeen him: 4 
Clin. O lord, what ſhall | ſay now ? ſeen him! yes fir.— } 
No fir. —T have, fir. —1 ha ve not, fir. | TY 
Stand. Thefellow's mad. Anſwer me directly, ſirrah, 
or I'll break your head. RF, 
Clin. I know Sir Harry very well, fir; but as to the note, 
fir, I can't remember a word on't : truth is, I have a very 
bad memory. | 3 
Stand. O, fir, Ill quicken your memory. [Strikes him. 
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Clin. Zauns, fir, hold -I did give him the note. 

Stand. And what answer? | 
nl Clin. I mean, fir, Idid not give him the note, 
Stand. What, d'yebanter, raſcal? [Strikes him again, 
„ Clin. Hold, fir, hold, he did ſend an answer. | 
Stund. What was't, villain? | | 
= Clin. Why, truly fir, IL have forgot it: I told you thatT 
had a very treacherous memory. 

Stand, Ill engage you ſhall remember me this month 

rascal. [ Beats him offi, and Exit. 
Enter Lurewell and Parly. 
Lure. Fort bon, fort bon, fort bon: this is better than I ex- 
= peed; but fortune ſtill helps the induſtrious. | 
3 | Enter Clincher. 

Clin. Ah! the devil take all intriguing, ſay I, and him 
vbho firſt invented canes: — that curs d colonel has got 
3 ſuch a knack of beating his men, that he has left the mark 
of a collar of bandileers about my ſhoulders. 

Lure. O my poor gentleman : and was it beaten? 6 

Clin. Yes, I have been beaten: but where's my cloaths, 
my cloaths. | 

Lure. What, you won't leave me ſo ſoon, my dear, will 
ye? I ; 
Clin. Will ye! if ever I into a colonel's tent agen, may 
l be fore d to — the — — but my cloaths, madam. 
Lure. | ſent the porter down ſtairs with them: did not 
;vyou meet him? 
Clin. Meet him! no, not I. | 
Parl. No? he went out of the back-door, and is run 
clear away, I'm afraid. | | 
3 Clin. Gone, Hay you? and with my cloaths? my fine 
Y jubilee cloaths ?_— O, the rogue, the thief . Pl] have 
bim hang d for murder: but how ſnall I get home inthis 


I pickle? 
ah. . Parl. Pm afraid, fir, the colonel will be back presently; 
for he dines at home. — 

"FA Clin. Oh, then 1 muſt ſneak off! was ever man ſo ma- 
nag 'd! to have his coat well thraſh'd, and lose his coat too? 
8 | | | [ Exit, 
„% Lure. Thus the noble poet ſpoke truth, 

= | | EY Nothing 
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_ 1 ? | 7 
Nothing ſutes worſe with vice than want of ſenſe: my 
Fools are ſtill wicked at their own expence. > 
Parl. Methinks, madam, the injuries you have ſuffer'd ] 


by men muſt be very great, to raise ſuch heavy reſentments cor 

againſt the whole ſex. , : 
Lure. The greateſt injury that woman cou d ſuſtain ; ¶ ex 

they robb d me of tliat jewel, which preserv'd, exalts our 

ſex almoſt to angels, but deſtroy'd, debaſes us below the 

worſt of brutes, mankind. 


Parl. But I think, madam, your anger ſhou'd be only FA 
confin'd to the author of your wrongs. 5 

Lure. The author! alaſs, I know fim not, which makes 
my N the greater. . 

Parl. Not know him ! tis odd, madam, That a man 
ſhou'd rob you of that ſame jewel you mention d, and you 
not know him. | | 

Lure. Leave trifling; tis a ſubject that always ſowrs 
my temper; but ſince by thy faithful ſervice I have ſome 
reason to confidein your ſecreſie, hear the ſtrange relation: 

Some twelve, twelve years ago, I liv'dat my father's 
house in Oxfordſhire, bleſt with innocence, the ornamen- 
tal, but weak guard of blooming beauty : I was then juft 
fifteen, an age oft fatal to the female ſex; our youth is 
tempting, our innocence credulous, romances moving, 
love powerful, and men are—villains. Then it happ'ned 
that three young gentlemen from the univerſity coming in- 
to the country, and being benighted, and ſtrangers, call'd 

at my father's : he was very glad of their company, and 
offer d them them entertainment of his house. 

Parly. Which they accepted, no doubt: oh! these 
ſtrouling collegians are never abroad, but upon ſome 
mischief. | at h 

Lure. They had ſome private frolick or defign in their 
heads, as appear d by their not naming one another; which 

my father perceiving, out of civility, made no enquiry in- 
to their affairs; two of them had a heavy, pendantick, 
univerſity air, a ſort of disagreeable ſcholaſtick booriſhneſs 
in their behaviours; but the third! f 

Parly. Ay! the third, madam the third of all things, 
they ſay, is very critical. 


0 


» - 


Lure. 


— 
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Lure. He was. but in fhort, nature cut him out for 
my undoing; he ſeem'd tobe about eighteen. 

Parly. A fit match for your fifteen as cou'd be. 

Lure. He had a genteel ſweetneſs in his face, a graceful 
comelineſs in his person, and his tongue was fit to ſooth 
ſoft innocence to ruin: his very looks were witty, and his 


expreſſive eyes ſpoke ſofter prettier things than words 
cou'd frame. | 


| Parly. There will be mischief by and by; I never heard 


a woman talk ſo much of eyes, but there were tears pre- 
{ently after. 


- 


Lure. His diſcourse was directed to my father, but his 


looks to me. After ſupper I went to my chamber, and 
read Caſſangra; then went to bed, and drearnt of him all 


night; roſe in the morning, and made verses; ſo fell de- 


ſperately in love my father was ſo pleas d with his con- 
versation, that he begg d their company next day; they 
consented, and next night, Parly— | 

Parly. Ay, next night, 1 4K next night I'm a- 
fraid, was a night indeed. 


Lure. He brib d my maid with his gold out of her ho- 


neſty, and me with his rhetorick out of my honour 
ſhe admitted him to my chamber, and there he vow'd, 


and ſwore, and wept, and figh'd, and conquer d. [Weeps. 


Parly, Alack a day, poor fifteen! Wee ps. 

Lure. He ſwore that he wou'd come down from Oxford 
in a fortnight, and marry me. a 

Parly. The old bait! the old bait I was cheated juſt 


ſo my ſelf. [ Aſide. 


But had not you the wit to know his name all this while? 
Lure. Alas! what wit has innocence like mine ? he told 


me that he was under an obligation to his companions of 


concealing himself then, but that he wou'd write to me 
in two days, and let me krow his name and quality. Af- 
ter all the binding oaths of conſtancy, joining hands, ex- 
changing hearts, | gave him a ring with this motto, Love 


and Honour, then we parted; but I never ſaw the dear de- 
ceiver more. 


. 


Parly. No, nor never will, I warrant you. 


Lare. I need not tell my griefs, which my fathers death 


made 


4. 
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made a fair pretence for; he left me ſole heireſs and execu- 
trix to three thousand pounds a year. At laſt ve for 
this fingle diſſembler, turn d to a hatred of the hole ſex 
and resolving to divert my melancholy, and make my large 
fortune ſubser vient to my pleasure and revenge, I went to 


travel; where in moſt courts of Europe I have done ſome | 


execution: here I will play my laſt ſcene; then retire to my 
country house, live ſolitary, and die a penitent. 

Pari. But don't you till * this dear diſlembler? 

Lure. Moſt certainly: 'tis love of him that keeps my 


anger warm, representing the baseneſs of mankind full in 


view, and makes my reſentments work. We ſhall have 


that old impotent lecher Smuggler here to- night; I have a 


plot to ſwinge him and his precise nephevwv, Vizard. 


Parl. 1 think, madam, you manage every body that 


» 


comes in your way. | 


Lure. No, Parly, those men, whose pretenſions I found 


juſt and honourable, I fairly dismiſt by letting them know 
my firm reſolutions never to marry. But those villains that 
wou d attempt my honour, I've ſeldom fail'd to manage. 

Parl. What d'ye think of the colonel, madam? I ſup- 
pose his deſigns are honourable. 

Lure. That man's ariddle; there's ſomething of honour 
in his temper that pleaſes: I'm ſure he loves me too, be- 
cause he's ſoon jealous, and ſoon ſatisfied: but he's a man 
ſtill When l once try'd his pulse about marriage, his 
blood ran as low as a coward's: he ſwore indeed that he 
lov'd me, but cou'd not marry me forsooth, because he 


was engag d elsewhere. So poor a pretence made me dis- 
dain his paſſion, which otherwise might have been uneaſie 
tome. But hang him, | have teiz d him enough; _— #Þ% 
beſides, Pear begin to be tir d of my revenge; but 


this buſs and guinea l muſt maul once more: II hansel his 
woman's cloaths for him. Go, get me pen and ink; I 
muſt write to Vizard too. 


Fortune this once aſſiſt me as before. 
Two uch machines can never work in vain, 
As thy propitious wheel, and my projecting brain. 
| ACT 
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Wildair and Standard meeting. 


Stand, I Taovcur, Sir Harry, to have met you e'er this 
in a more convenient place; but ſince m 

wrongs were without ceremony, my revenge ſhall be ſo 

too. Draw, tir. 8 5 

Wild. Draw, fir! what ſhallI dravv? 

Stand. Come, come, fir; I like your facetious humour 
well enough, it ſhews courage and unconcern: I know 
you brave, and therefore uſe you thus. Draw your ſword. 

Wild. Nay, to oblige you I will draw: but the devil take 
me if I fight perhaps, colonel, this is the prettieſt 
blade you have ſeen. | mn 

Stand. I doubt not but the arm is good; and therefore 
think both worth myreſentment. Come, fir ? 

Mild. But prithee, colonel, doſt think that I am ſuch a 
mad-man as to ſend my ſoul to the devil, and my body to 
the worms upon every fool's errand ? | 
Stand. I hope you're no coward, fir ? 

. Wild. Coward, ſir, I have eight thousand pounds a year, 
ir. TE q 
Stand. You fought in Flanders, to my knowledge. 

Wild. Ay, tor the ſame reason that I woreared coat: 
because*twas faſhionable. = 

Stand. Sir, you fought a French Count in Paris. 

Wild. True, fir; he was a beau, like my ſelf: now you're 

a ſoldier, colonel, and fighting's your trade; and I think it 

downright madneſs to contend with any man in his pro- 

feſſion. 5 | | — 5 

| Stand. Come, fir, no more dallying : I ſhall take very 

| unſeemly methods if you don'tſhew your elf a gentleman. 

Wild, A gentleman! = there agen now. A 3 
2 man!? 15 
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man! I tell you once more, colonel, that I'am a baronet, 
and have eight thousand pounds a year. I can dance, ſing, 


4 ride, tence, underſtand the languages. Now, I can't con- 


ceive how running you through the body ſhou'd contribute 
one jot more to my gentility. But pray, colonel, I had 
forgot to ask you: what's the quarrel? 

Stand. A woman, fir. 

Wild. Then I put up my ſword. Take ber. 

Stand. Sir, my honour'sconcern'd. | 
Wild. Nay, it your honour be concern'd withswitnan, 
get it out of her hands as ſoon as you can. An honourable 
lover is the greateſt ſlave in nature : ſome will fay, the 
greateſt fool. Come, come, colonel, this is ſomething 
about the Lady Lurewell, I warrant; I can give "ou. ſatis- 
faction in that affair. 

Stand. Do ſo then immediately. | 

Wild. Put up your ſword firſt: you know dare . 
but 1 had much rather make you a friend than an enemy. 
I can aſſure you, this lady will prove too hard for one of 
your temper. You have too much honour, too much in 
conſcience, to be a ſavourite with the ladies. 

Stand. Tam aſſur d, ſir, ſhe never ge you any encou- 
ragement.—— 

Wild. A man can never hear reason with a ſword in his 
hand. Sheath your weapon; and then if I don't ſatisfy 
you, ſheath it in my body. 

Stand. Give me but demonſtration of her granting you 

any favour, and tis enough. 
Mild. Will you take my word? 
Stand. Pardon me, ſir, I cannot. 

Wild. Will you believe your own eyes? 

Stand. Tis ten to one whether! pm a they have 
deceiv'd me already. 

Wild. That s hard. But ſome means I ſnall devise for 
your ſatisfaction.— We muſt fly this place, else that cluſter 
of mobb will overwhelm us. . [Exewnt, 

Enter Mobb, Tom Errand's Wi ife burrying in Clincher 

en. iz Errand's cloaths. 
1ife. O, the villain, the rogue, he has murder d my 
husband: ab, m , poor Jawa? — 


Clin. 


5 8 _ 
. 
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Clin. ſen. Dem your Timothy : —— your husband has 
murder d me, woman; for he has carry'd away my fine 
Jubilee cloaths, | | 

Wife. Ah, you cut-throat, have you not got his cloaths 
upon your back there? neighbours, don't you know 
poor Timothy's coat and apron ? ; 

Mobb. Ay, ay,'tis the fame. 


1 Mobb, What ſhall vve do with him, neighbours? 
2 Mobb, Well pull him in pieces 


1 Mobb. No, no; then we may be hang'd for murder ; 


but we'lldrown him. 


Clin. ſen. Ah, good people, pray don't drown me; for 
I never learnt to ſwim in ail my lite. Ah, this plaguy in- 
triguing ! 5 
Mobb. Away with him, away with him to the Thames. 
Clin. ſen. Oh, if J had but my Swimmirg Girdle now. 

| : Enter Conſtable. | 

Conſt. Hold, neighbours, 1 command the peace. 
Wife. O, Mr. Conſtable, here's a rogue that has murder'd 
my husband, and robb'd him of his cloaths. 


Conſt. Murder and robbery! then he muſt be a gentle- 


man. Hands off there, he muſt not be abus'd...— Give 
an account of your ſelf: are you a gentleman ? 
Clin. ſen, No, ſir, 1 
Conſt. Then you have killd no body, I'm persuaded. 
How came you by these cloaths, fir ? 
: 3 You mult know, fir, that walking along, fir, 
don't know how, fir, I can't tell where, fir; and — {6 
the porter and I chang'd cloaths, ſir. on | 
Conſt. Very well, the man ſpeaks reason, and like a gen- 
tleman. | ; 
_ Wife, But pray, Mr. Conſtable, ask him how he chang'd 
cloaths with him. | . 


Conſt. Silence, woman, and don't diſturb the court, — 


Well, fir, how did you change cloaths? | 


Clin. ſen. Why, tir, he pulbd off my coat, and I drew 


off his: ſo I put on his coat, and he puts on mine. 


Conſt. Why, neighbours, I don't find that he's guilty: 


ſearch him; and if he carries no arms about him, we'll tet | 


him go. [Theyſearch his pockets, and pull out his piſtols. 
| „„ D 3 „ 
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Clin. ſen. O Gimins! my Fubilee piſtols. | 
Conſt. What, a caſe of piſtols !_ then the caſe is plain. 


Speak, what-are you, fir? whence came you, and whi- | 


ther go you ? 
Clin. ſen. Sir, I came from Ruſſel- ſtreet, and am going 
to the Fubilee. | | 
Wiſe. You ſhall go to the gallows, you rogue. 


Conſt, Away with him, away with him to Newgate 


ſtraight. SPE | 
Clin. ſen, 1ſhall go to the Jubilee now indeed. ¶ Exeunt. 
Re-enter Wildair and Standard. 
Wild. In ſhort, colonel, *tis all nonſenss : fight for a 


woman! hard by is the lady's house; if you please, we'll 


wait on her together: you ſhall draw your ſword, I'lldraw 
my ſnuft-box: you ſhall produce your wounds receiv'd in 


I'll ogle ;—— you ſhall ſwear, Il igh ;-—— you ſhall ſa, fa, 
and I'll couper, and if ſhe flies not to my arms, like a hawk 


to its perch, my dancing- maſter deſerves to be damn'd. 


Stand. With the generality of women, I grant you, 


these arts may prevail. | 
Wild, Generality of women! why there agen you're out. 


They're all alike, ſir: I never heard of any one that was 
particular, but one. | 7 
Stand. Who was ſhe, pray? 


Wild. Penelope, I think ſhe's call'd; and that's a poetica 


ſtory roo. When will you find a poet in our age make a 
woman fo chaſte? PV TOP | 
Stand. Well, Sir Harry, your facetious humour can dis- 
* falſhood, and make calumny paſs for ſatyr: but you 
ave promiſs d me ocylar demonſtration that ſhe favours 


you: make that good, and 1 ſhall then maintain faith and 


female to be as inconſiſtent as truth and falſhood. 

Wild. Nay, by what you have told me, I am fatisfied 
that ſhe impoſes on us all; and Vizard too ſeems what! ſill 
ſuſpected him: but his honeſty once miſtruſted, ſpoils his 


knavery:—— bat will you be convinc'd if our plot ſucceeds? 


Stand. I rely on your word and honour, Sir Harry; 
which, it I doubted, my diſtruſt wou'd cancel the ob.iga- 
tion of their ſecurity. | ; | 
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Wild. Then meet me half an hour hence at the Rummer: 
you muſt oblige me by taking a hearty glaſs with me to- 
ward the fitting me out for a certain project, which this 
nightI undertake, | 


Stand. I gueſs by the preparation, that woman's the 


SY 
* 


deſign. | 9 = 7 = 
Wild. Les, faith Jam taken tt il with Wo 


fooliſh maladies, modeſty and love; the firſt l' cure with 
Burgundy, and my love by a night's lodging with the dam- 
ſel, A ſure remedy. Probatum eſt. | 

Stand. VI! certainly meet you, fir. ¶ Exeunt ſeverally. _ 

Enter Clincher jun. and Dicky. | 

Clin, jun. Ah! Dicky, this London is a ad place, a fad vi- 
_ cious place: Iwiſh that | were in the country agen. And 
this brother of mine! I'm ſorry he's ſo great a rake: I had 
rather ſee him dead than ſec him thus. | 
Dick. Ay, fir, he'll ſpend his whole eſtate at this lame. 
Fubilee. Whod'yethink lives at this lame Jubilee: 

Clin. jun. Who, pray? 

Dick. The pope. | 


Y 


Clin. jun. The devil he does! my brother go to the place “ 


where the pope dwells! hes bewitch d, ſure. * 
Enter Tom Errand in Clincher ſeniors cloaths. 


Clin. jun. Alter d! why he looks like a jeſuit already. 

Err. This lace will ſell, What a blockhead was the fel- 
low to truſt me with this coat ! If I can get croſs the gar- 
den, down to the water- ſide, I'm pretty ſecure. [ Aſide. 

Clin. * Brother ! — alaw ! O Gemini? are you my 
brother! : 

Dick. I ſeize you in the king's name, fir, 

Err. O lord, ſhou'd this prove ſome parliament man 
now ! | | 35 
Clin. jun. Speak, you rogue, what are you? 

Err. 888 fir, — going of — 

Dick. What errand? ſpeak, you rogue. 

Err. A fool's errand, I'm afraid. | 
Clin. jun. Who ſent you? e 
Err. A beau, ſir. 
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Dick. No, no, the rogue has murder'd your brother, 
and ſtript him of his cloaths. b 
Clin. jun. Murder d my brother! O Crimiiſ O my poor 
Fubilee brother! — ſtay, by Jupiter Amin! I'm heir 
tho': ſpeak, ſirrah, have you kill'd him? confeſs that you 
have kill d him, and I'll give you half a crown. 

Err. Whol, fir? alack-a-day, fir, I never kill d any man, 
but a carrier's horse once. | | | 

Clin. jun. Then you ſhall certainly behang'd; but confeſs 

that you killd him, and we'll let you go. 
Err. Telling the truth hangs a man, but confeſſing a lie 
can do no harm; beſides, if the worſt comes to the worſt, 
I can but deny it agen : — Well, fir, ſince J muſt tell you, 
I did kill him. | 3 5 

Clin. jun. Here's your money, {ir— But are you ſure 
you kill'd him dead? 3 1 
Err. Sir, Il {wear it before any judge in England. 

Dick. But are you ſure that he's dead in law? 
Err. Dead in law I can't tell whether he be dead in law: 
but he's as dead as a door nail; for J gave him ſeven knocks 
on the head with a hammer. 


Dick. Then you have the eſtate by the ſtatute. Any mau 


that's knock d o' th head is dead in law. 
Clin. jun. But are you ſure he was compos mentis when he 


wWuvas kilfd? 


Err. I ſuppose he was, fir, for he told me nothing to the 
contrary afterwards. 2 | 
Clin. jun. Hey! then I go to the Jubilee trip, fr, 
ſtrip? by Jupiter Ammon, ſtrip, ' BY 
Dick. Ah! don't ſwear, fir. 
* [Puts on his brother's cloaths. 


Clin, Jun. Sweat; fir, 200ns, han't 1 got the eſtate, ſir? 


come, tir, now I'm in mourning for my brother. 
Err. I hope you'll let me go now, fir._—_ | 
Clin. jun. Yes, yes, fir, but you muſt firſt do me the fa- 
vour, to {wear politively betore a magiſtrate, that you 
killd him dead, that I may enter upon the eſtate without 


any trouble. By Jupiter Ammon all my feligion's gone. 


fince I put on these fine cloaths-— hey, call me a coach 
ſomebody. e 
| | Err, 


NS 


Err. Ay, maſter, let me go, and “ll call one immediately. 
Clin. jun. No, no; Dicky, carry this ſpark before a 
3 and when he has made oath you may diſcharge 
him. 5 _ LE [ Exeunt Dick. and Err. 
And I'll go ſee Angelica. Now that I'm an elder brother, 
I'll court, and ſwear, and rant, and rake, and go to the 
Jubilee with the beſt of then. [Exit, 


S CE NE, Lurewell's Houſe. 


Enter Lurewell and Parly. ; 

Lure. Are you ſure that Vizard had my letter? 

Par. Yes, yes, madam, one of yourladyſhip's footmen 
gave it to him in the park, and he told the bearer, with all 
tranſports of joy, that he wou'd be punctual to a minute. 

Lure. Thus moſt villains, ſome time or other, are 
punctual to their ruin; and hypocriſie, by impoſing on the 
world, at laſt deceives it ſelt. Are all things prepar d for 
his reception? 1 

Par. Exactly to your ladyſhip's order; the alderman too 
is juſt come, dreſs'd and cook d up for iniquity. | 

Lure. Then he has got woman's cloaths on ? 

Par. Yes, madam, and has paſs'd upon the family for 

your nurſe, | 
Lure. Convey him into that closet, and put out the can- 
dles; and tell him, Il wait on him presently. 
[ AsParly goes to put out the candle, ſomebody knocks. 
Lure. This muſt be ſome clown without manners, or a 
gentleman above ceremony, Who's there. 
 bild. (Sings.) 
uus Damon knack d at Celia's door, 
Fe ſighj d, and beg d, aud wept, and ſwore, 


The ſign was ſo, [Knocks. 
She anjwer'd, no, | 


I 154 no. 1 [Knocks thrice, | 
Again he ſigh'd, again he pray d; 
No, Damon, no, 1 pub th, ; 


Conſider, Damon, I'm a maid: 
No, 
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: I'm a maid. 
85 No, &c. | 
At laſt bis ſighs and tears made way, 


in | 
| 

She roſe, and ſoftly turn d the key, 
Come in, ſaid 5 not ſtay; I 
\ TI may conclude | 
Ton will be made, ſe 

But if you are, you may. 


pters. 5 [Exit Parly, * 
Lure. Tis too early for ſerenading, Sir Harry. 
Wild. Whereſoever love is, there muſick is proper; * 
there's an harmonious conſent in their natures, and when | 
rightly join d, they make up the chorus of earthly happi- 
neis. 


t 
Lure. But, Sir Harry, what tempeſt drives you here at | - 
\ 


5 Wild. enters. 


this hour? ä 
Mild. No tempeſt, madam, but as fair weather as ever 
entic'd a citizen's wife to cuckold her husband in freſh air, 
Love, madam. [id. raking her by the hand. 
Lure. As pure and white as angels foft deſires, ist not ſo? | 
Wild. Fierce, as when ripe conſenting beauty fires. 
Lure. O villain ! what priviledge has man to our de- 
ſtruction, that thus they hunt our ruin? [ Aſide. 
„ [ Wild. drops a ring; ſhe takes it up. 
If this be a love-token, your miſtreſſes favours hangs very 
loose about you, fir. 5 
Wild. I can't juſtly, madam, pay your troubie of taking 
it up by any thing, but deſiring you to wear it. | 
Lure. Yougentlemen havethe cunningeſt ways of play- 
ing the fool, and are ſo induſtrious in your profuseneſs. 
Speak ſeriouſly, am I beholding to chance or deſign for this 


ring ? | th * 
Wild. To deſign, upon my honour : and | hope my de- 
ſign will Gn CME N aps [Aſide 
Lure. And what ſhall I give you for ſuch a fine thing ? 
Wild. Toni give me another, you Il give me another fine 
thing. : [Both fing. 
Lure. Shall I befree with you, Sir Harry? 
Wild. With all my heart, madam, fo 1 may be free with 
you, 


CE LTure. 
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Lure. Then plainly, fir, I ſhall beg the favour to ſee you 
ſome other time; for at this very minute I have two lovers 
in (he Bone, | | 8 

IWild. Then to be as plain, I muſt be gone this minute, 
for I muſt ſee another miſtreſs within these two hours. 

Lure, Frank and free. . 

Wild. As you with me Madam, your moſt humble 
ſervant. 7 Exit. 

Lure. Nothing can diſturb his humgur. Now for my 
merchant and Piz ard. ¶ Exit, and takes the candles with her, 
Enter Parly, leading in Smuggler, dreſs'd in woman's cloathhs. 

Par. This way, Mr. Alderman. 

Smug. Well, Mrs. Parly_— I'm oblig'd to you for this 
trouble; here are a couple of ſhillings for you. Times are 
hard, very hard indeed, but next time Ill teal a pair of ſilk 
ſtockings from my wife, and bring them to you—— what 
what are you fumbling about my pockets for ?—— * 


Pay. Only lates of your gown : here, ſir, 
into this cloſet, and my lady will wait on you preſently, 
Puts him into the cloſet, runs out, and returns withVizard. 
Viz. Where would'it thou lead me, my dear auſpicious | 
little pilot; 
Par. Vou' re almoſt in port, fir, my lady's in the cloſet, 
and will come out to you immediately. 


Viz. Let methank thee as I ought. [Kiſſes ber. 
, Par. P'ſhaw! who has hir'd me beſt? a couple of ſhil- 
lings, or z. couple of kiſſes ? I. Exit. 


Viz. Propitious darkneſs guides the lovers ſteps, and 
night that ſhadows outward ſense, = up our inward 
Joy. Night! the great awful ruler of mankind, which, 
ike the Perſian monarch hides its royalty, to raiſe the vene- 
ration of the world. Under thy eaſie reign diſſemblers 
may ſpeak truth; all laviſh forms and ceremonies laid aſide, 
and generous villany may act without conſtraint. * 
- reed (Peeping out of the cloſer.) Bleſs me! what voice 
1s this? | 
Vix. Our hungry appetites, like the wild beaſts of prey, 
now ſcourabroad, to gorge their craving maws; the plea- 
ure of hypocriſie, like a chain'd lion, once broke lose, wild- 
I indulges its new freedom, ranging through all unbound- 
ed joys. | Smng. 
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Smug. My nephew's voice! and certainly poſſeſs d with 


an evil ſpirit ; he talks as prophanely, as an actor poſleſs'd 
with a poet. | hy 
Viz. Ha! 1 hear a voice, madam — my life, my happi- 
nes; where are you, madam? 9 55 
 Smug. Madam! he takes me for a woman too, Il try 
him. Where have you left your ſanity, Mr. Vizard. 
Viz. Talk no more of that 1 left it 
where it has only buſineſs, with day- light, tis needleſs to 
wear a mask in the dark. | 


smug. O the rogue, the rogue: the world takes you 
for a very ſober virtuous gentleman. 5 
Viz. Ay, madam, that adds ſecurity to all my pleasures.— 
with me a cully- ſquire may ſquander his eſtate, and ne'er 
be thought a ſp ahi me a holy elder may zea- 
louſly be drunk, and toaſt his tuneful noſe in ſack, to make 
it hold forth clearer but what is moſt my praise, the 
formal rigid, ſhe that rails at vice and men, with me ſecures 
her leoſeſt pleasures, and her ſtricteſt honour — ſhe who 
with Gornfal mein, and viruous pride, disdains the name 
of Fhore, wich me can wanton, and laugh at the deluded 
world. B 8 
Snmug. How have J been deceiv'd! then you are very 
great among the ladies? | 
Viz, Yes, madam, they know that like a mole in the 
earth, I dig deep but inviſible; not like thoſe flutterin 
noiſie ſinners, whose pleasure is the proclamation of their 
faults, those empty flaſhes who no ſooner kindle, but they 
muſt blaze to alarm the world. But come, madam, you 
delay our pleasures. 2 . 


* 


1 ” 


Smug. He ſurely takes me for the lady Lurewell —fhe 
has made him an appointment too but I'll be reveng'd of 
both Well, fir, what are these you are fo intimate with? 

Viz. Come, come, madam, you know very well 
those who ſtand ſo high, that the vulgar envy their crimes, 
whose figure adds priviledge to their fin, and makes it paſs 
unqueſtion'd; fair, high, pamper'd females, whose ſpeak- 

ing eyes, and piercing voice, wou'd arm the ſtatue of a 
Stoicł, and animate his cold marble with the ſoul ot an E- 


picure, all raviſhing, lovely, ſoft, and kind, like you. 
RT 5 Smug. 
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S mug. I am very lovely and ſoft indeed, you ſhall find 
me much harder than you imagine, friend — Well, fir, 
but I ſuppose your diſſimulation has ſome other motive be- 
ſides pleasure: | 

Viz. Yes, madam, the honeſteſt motive in the world, 
intereſt——you muſt know, madam, that I have an old 
uncle, alderman Smuggler; you have ſeen him, I ſuppoſe ? 
1 Smug. Yes, yes, I have ſome imal! acquaintance with 

im. | | 
Nx. Tis the moſt knaviſh, precise, covetous old rogue, 
that ever died of a gout. 

Smug. Ah! the young ſon of a whore. Well, fir, and 
what of him ? | 
S Viz. Hell hungers not more for wretched ſouls, than he 
| for ill-got pelf—and yet (what's wonderful) he that wou'd 
ſtick at no profitable villany himself, loves holineſs in ano- 
ther he prays all Sunday for the ſins of the week paſt —. 
he ſpends 99 in two tedious graces, and what 
he deligns a bleſſing to the meat, proves a curſe to his fa- 
mily— he's the moſt | 
Smug. Well, wel, ſir, I know him very well. 

Viz. Then, madam, he hasa ſwinging eſtate, which I 
deſign to purchaſe as a faint, and ſpend like a gentleman, 
He got it by cheating, and ſhou'd loſe it by deceit. By the 
: pretence ot my zeal and ſobriety, I'll cozen the old miſer 
; one of theſe days out of a ſettlement, and deed of con- 
veyance | 

Smug. It ſhall be a deed to convey you to the gallows 
then, you young dog. [ Aſide. 

Viz. And no ſooner he's dead, but I'll rattle over his 
pou with a coach and fix, to inform his coverous ghoſt 

ow genteely I ſpend his money. 

- Smug. I'll prevent. you, boy, for I'll have my money 
bury'd with me. | TE, [ Afrde. 

Viz. Bleſs me, madam, here's alight coming this way, 
I muſt ly immediately; when ſhall I ſee you, madam ? 

Smug. Sooner than you expect, my dear. 

Viz. Pardon me, dear madam, I wou'd not be ſeen for 
the world. I wou d ſooner for feit my life, nay, my plea- 
ſure, than myreputation, Exit. 

1 | Smug. 
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Smug. Reputation ! reputation! that poor word ſuffers 
a great dea well! thou art the moſt N hy 

erite that ever made a plodding face over a diſh of — 
anda pipe of tobacco. He owes me for ſeven years main- 
tenance, and ſhall pay me by ſeven years imprisonment; and 


when] die, I'll leave him to the fee-fimple of a rope and a 


ſhiling—— who are these? I begin to be afraid of ſome 

mischief I wiſh that I were fate within the city liberties 

ll hide my ſelf, IssStands cloſe. 
Enter Butler, with other Servants and lights, 

Bur. | ſay there are two ſpoons wanting, and I'll ſearch 
the whole hause — two ſpoons will be no ſipall gap in 
my quarters wages — 

Serv. When did you miſs them, Fames ? | 
But. Miſs them! why, I miſs them now; in ſhort they 
muſt be among you, and if you don't return them, I'll go 

to the cunning- man to-morrow morning; my ſpoons [ 
want, and my ſpoons I will have. 

Serv, Come, come, ſearch about. 


Ah! who's this? 
But. Hark ed, good woman what makes you hide your 
ſelf? what are you aſham'd of? 3 
Smug. Aſham'd of! O lord, fir, Im an honeſt old wo- 
man that never was aſham'd of any *r | 
But. What are you a midwite then? _ did not you 
Tec a couple of ſtray ſpoons in your travels? | 
Smug. Stray ſpoons! | | 3 
But. Ay, ay, ſtray ſpoons; in ſhort you ſtole them, and 
I'll ſhake your old limbs to pieces, if you don't deliver them 
- preſently. 5 
Smug. Bleſs me! a reverend elder of ſeventy years old 


accus'd for Petty Larceny !— Why, ſearch me, good peo- 


ple, ſearch me, and if you find any ſpoons about me you 
ſhall burn me for a witch. | TER Ts 
But. Ay, ay. we will ſearch you miſtreſs, - 
| [ They ſearch and pull the ſpoons out of his pockets. 
9mug. Oh! the devil, the devil! | 


But. Where, where is he? lord bleſs us, ſhe is a witch 


in good earneſt, may be, a 


Smug. 


[ They ſearch and diſcover Smuggler. 
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smug. O, it was ſome devil, ſome Covent Garden, or 
St. James 's devil, that put them in 9 | . 
But. Ay, 1 ſhall be hang d for a thief, burnt for a 
witch, and carted for a bawd. Speak; what are 
ou? | | 
Y Smug. I'm the lady LarewelP's nurse. 
Enter Lurewell. | 
Lure. What noise is this? | 
But. Here is an old Succubus, madam, that has ſtole two 
ſilyer {poons, and ſays, ſhe's your nurse. 2 
Lure. My nurse! O, the impudent old jade, I nevef faw 
the wither'd creature before. Fo 
Smug. Then I'm finely caught. O, madam! madam, 
don't you know me? don't you remember buſs and 
guinea ? | 
Lure. Was ever ſuch impudence? I know thee! why 
thou'rt as brazen as a bawd in the ſide box take her be- 
tore a juſtice, and then to Newgate, away. 5 
Smug. O! conſider, madam, that I'm an alderman. 
Lure. Conſider, fir, that you're a compound of cove- 
tousneſs, hypocriſie, and knavery; and muſt be puniſh'd 
accordingly—you muſt be in petticoats, gouty monſter, 
mult ye! you muſt buſs and guinea too, you muſt tempt 
a ladies honour, old fatyr ; away with him. 2 
| [They hurry him off. 
Still may our [ex thus frauds of men oppoſe, | 
Still may our arts delude thoſe tempting foes. 
May honour rule, and never fallbetray'd, 
But vice be caught in nets for virtue laid. 


. 
8 CE N E, Lady Darling's Ho:4%. 
Darling and Angelica. 


Dart, AUGHTER, ſince you have to deal with a man of 
ſo peculiar a temper, you muſt not think the 


| general 
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genera arts of love can ſecure him; you may therefore al- | 
ow {ſuch a courtier ſome encouragement extraordinary, d 
without reproach to your modeſty, _ 

Angel. J am ſenſible, madam, that a formal nicety 
makes our modeſty {it awkard, and appears rather a chain d 
to enſlave, than bracelet to adorn us it ſhou'd ſhow, un- f 

moleſted, eaſie, and innocent as a dove, but ſtrong and vi- 
gorous as a faulcon, when aſſaulted. | | 

Darl. I'm afraid, daughter, you miſtake Sir Harry's gaie- N 
ty for diſhonour, WED: 

Ange Tho! modeſty, madam, may wink, it muſt not 
ſleep, when powerful enemies are abroad. muſt con- 
feſs, that of all mens, I wou'd not ſee Sir Harry Wildair's a 
faults; nay, I cou'd wreſt moſt ſuspicious words a thou- 1 
ſand ways to make them look like honour but, madam, 2 
in ſpight ot love I muſt hate him, and curse those practices 1 
whict taint our nobility, and rob all virtuous women of 
the braveſt men | 

Darl.*You muſt certainly be miſtaken, Angelica, for 
I'm ſatisfy d Sir Harry's deſigns are only to court, and mar- 
ry you. | 

1 His pretence, perhaps, was ſuch, but women 
now like enemies are attack? d; whether by treachery, or 
oy conquer'd, the glory of triumphis the fame—pray, 
madam, by what means were you made acquainted with 
his deſigns? 

Darl. Means, child! why my couſin Vizard, who, I'm 
ſure is your ſincere friend, ſent him. He brought me this 
letter from my couſin — | 

LE [ [Givesher the letter, which ſhe opens. 

Angel. Ha! Vizard! then I'm abus'd in earneſt wou d 
Sir Harry, by his inſtigation, fix a base affront upon me? 
no, I can't ſuſpect him of ſo ungenteel a crime — this 

letter ſhall trace the truth (Aſide.) my ſuspicions, ma- 
dam, are much clear'd, and I hope to fatisfy your ladyſhip 
in my manag:ment, when next | ſee Sir Harry. 
4 | Eater Servant. 
Serv. Madam, here's a gentleman below calls himself 
Wildair. | 
5 : Darl. 


discretion. 
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Darl. Conduct him up. Daughter I won't doubt your 
8 [Exit Darling. 
Enter Wildair. | 

Wild. O, the delights of love and Burgundy ! — ma- 
dam, I have toaſted your ladyſhip fifteen bumpers ſucceſ- 
lively, and ſwallow d Cupids like loches, to every glaſs. 

Angel. And what then, ſir? 
Mild. Why then, madam, the wine has got into my 
head, and the Cupids into my heart: and unleſs by quench- 
ing quick my flame, you kindly ease the ſmart, I'm a loſt 
mall aan... 5 | I 

Angel, Drunkenneſs, Sir Harry, is the worſt pretence 
a gentleman can make for rudeneſs : for the excuse is as 
ſcandalous as the fault : — therefore pray conſider who you 


are ſo free with, fir ; a woman of condition, that can call 
halt a dozen footmen upon occaſion. | 


Wild. Nay, madam, if you have a mind to teſs me in a 
blanket, half a dozen chamber-maids would do better ſer- 
vice. Come, come, madam, tho the wine makes me 
liſp, yet has it taught me to ſpeak plainer. By all the duſt 
* my ancient progenitors | muſt this night quarter my 
coat-of-arms with yours 

Angel. Nay, then, who waits there? 
Enter Footmen.. 


| Take hold of that mad-man : and bind him. 


Wild. Nay, then, Burgundys the word, and ſlaughter 
will ensue. Hold do you know, ſcoundrels, that 
have been drinking victorious Burgundy? [ Draw. 

Servants, We know you're drunk, ſir. ED, 

Wild. Then how have you the impudence, rascals, to 
aſſault a gentleman with a couple of flasks of courage in 
his head? i | 

Servants. Sir, we muſt do as our young miſtreſs com- 
mands us. — | IS 

Wild. Nay, then, have cvs. ye, dogs. 

[ Throws money among them: they ſcramble and take it up: 

he pelting them out, ſhuts the door, and returns. 
Rascals, poltrons— I have charm'd the dragon, and now 


the fruit's my own. 


Angel. O, the mercenary wretches! this was a plot to 


betray me. * 8 Wild. 
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mild. I have put the whole army to flight: and now take 


the general prisoner. [ Laying hold on her. 
Angel. 1 conjure you, fir, by the ſacred name of honour, 


mothers chaſtity, that you offer not the leaſt ee 
Already you have wrong'd me paſt redreſs. 
Wild. Thou art the moſt unaccountable creature. - 
Angel. What madneſs, Sir Harry, what wild dream of 
loosedeſire cou'dprompt youtoattemptthis baseneſs? view 


lighraggputwards, and let you ſeE your miſtake in my be- 
haviour. I think it ſhines with ſo much innocence in my 
face, that it ſhou'ddazzleall your vicious thoughts. Think 
not lam defenceleſs cause alone : your very elf is guard a- 
gainit your ſelt: I'm ſure there's ſomething generous in 


it for my own defence. 


Wild. (Mimiching. ) tall ti dum, tall ti didi, didum. 
A million to one now, but this girl is juſt come fluſh from 
reading the Kival Queens gad, I'll at her in her own 
cant. — 


O my Statyra, O my angry dear, turn thy eyes on me, behold 
thy beau in buskins. 

Ang. Bchoid me, ſir, view me with a ſober thought, 
free trom those fumes of wine that throw a miſt before 
your — ea and you fhall find that every glance from my 
25 feproac ing eyes is arm'd with ſharp resentment, and with 
8: £ virtuous pride that looks diſhonour dead. 

Wild. This is the firſt whore in Heroicks that I have met 
With, (Allde.) Look ye madam, as to that ſlender particular 
of your virtue, we ſhan't quarrel about it; you may be as 
Urxtuous asany woman in England if you please; you may 

| ſay your pray'rs all the time — but pray, madam, be 
pleas d to con ſider what is this ſime virtue that you make 
juch a mighty noise about. Can your virtue bes pake you 
a front row in the boxes? no, tor the players can't live up- 
on virtue. Can your virtue keep you a coach and ſix? no, 
no, your virtuous women walk a- foot — Can your virtue 
hire you a pue in a church? why, the very ſexton . 
Taue no. Can your virtue ſtake for you at picquer? 


Then 


id WP 


Nees 


by your dead father's name, and the fair reputation of your 


me well. _—The brightneſs of my mind, methinks, ſhould 


your ſoul; my words ſhall ſearch it out, and eyes ſhall fire 
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Then what buſineſs has a woman with virtue — come, 
come, madam, I offer'd you fifty guineas there's a hun- 
dred.— the devil! virtuous ſtill! why, tis a hundred, five 


ſcore, a hundred guineas. | 


Angel. O indignation! were Ia man you durſt not use 
mee thus; but the mean, poor abuse you throw on me, re- 
fects upon your felt: our ſex ſtill ſtrikes an awe upon the 
brave; and only cowards dare affront a woman. | 
Wild. Affront! $'death, madam, a hundred guineas will 
{et you upat baſſet, a hundred guineas will furniſh out your 
. lodgings with china; a hundred guineas will give you an - 
air of quality; a hundred guineas will buy you a rich eſcri- 
tore for your billet-doux,or a fine common-praycr-book for 
your virtue. A hundred guineas will buy a hundred fine 
things; and fine things are for fine ladies; and fine ladies 
are for fine gentlemen; and fine gentlemen are I gad 
this Burgundy makes a man ſpeak like an angel come, 
come, madam, take it, and put it to what use you please. 
Angel. Ill use it, as I wou'd the base unworthy giver, 
thus. [ Throws down the purſe, and ſtamps upon it. 
Wild. I have no mind to meddle in ſtate affairs; but theſe 
women will make me a parliament-man, ſpight of my 
teeth, on purpose to bring in a bill againſt their extortion. 
She tramples under foot that deity Which all the World a- 
dores. O the blooming pride of beautiful eighteen ! 
P'ſhaw, I'll talk to her no longer, I'll make my market with 
the old gentlewoman, ſhe knows buſineſs better. (Goes 
to the Door.) here you friend, pray deſire the old lady to 
walk in. Harkec, by gad, madam, I'll tell your mother. 
| Enter Darling. 
Darl. Well, Sir Harry, and how d'ye like my daughter, 
ray? | 
Wild. Like ber, madam ! — harkee, will you take it? 
why faith, madam !——take the money, I fay, or I gad, 
all's out. | 
Angel. All ſhall out; fir, you're a ſcandal to the name of 
gentleman. | | 
Wild. With all my heart, madam——in ſhort, madam, 
our daughter has us d me ſomewhat too familiarly, tho'l 
ye treated her like a woman of quality. 


E 2 | ; Darl, 
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Darl. How, fir? | ; 
Wild. Why, madam, I have offer'd her a hundred guineas. , 


Darl. A hundred guineas! upon what ſcore? Jr 
Mild. Upon what ſcore ! old, lord, how these old wo- m 
men love to hear bawdy! why faith, madam, I have ner FB 
a doub.centendreready at present, but Il ſing you a ſong. 0 
Behold the goldfinches, tall al de rall, 
And a man of my inches, tall al de ral: ter 

You ſhall take um, becieve me, tall al de rall, f 
If you will give me, your tall al de rall. | Je 


A modiſh minuet madam, that'sall. 

Darl, Sir, | don't underſtand you. | ; lin 

Wild. Ay, ſhe will have it in plain terms; then, madam, Vi 
in downright engliſh, ! offer'd your daughter a hundred i ® 

guineas, to 5 " 

Angel. Hold, ſir, ſtop your abuſive tongue, too loose 
for modeſt ears to bear Madam, I did betore ſuspect 1 

that his deſigns were base, now they are too plain: this 
knight, this mighty man of wit and humour, is made a 
tool to a knave: Hard has {ent him of a bully's errand, to 
_ a woman; but I ſcorn the abuse, and him that of- 
er dit. | | 3 

Darl. How, ſir, come to affront us! d'ye know who 
we are, fir? | 
Mild. Know who ye are; whv, your daughter there is 
Mr. Vizard's couſin, I ſuppose; — and for you, madam WW 
—— now to call her procurels a la mode de France, (Aſide.) 
Feſtime votre occupation.—— | 

Darl. Pray, ſir, ſpcak Engliſh. 

Wild. Then, to define her office, à la mode de Londres ! 
(4/:de.) I luppose your lady ſnip to be one of those Civil, o- 
bliging, discreet, old gentiewomen, who keep their viſit- 

. for the entertainment ot their presenting friends; 
whom they treat with imperial tea, a private room, and a 
pack of cards. Now I ſuppose you do underſtand me? 
Dar. This is beyond ſufferance. But ſay, thou abuſive 
man, what injury have you c'er receiv d from me or mine, 
thus to engage you in this ſcandalous asperſion? 
Angel. Yes, fir, what cause, what motives could induce 
you thus to debase you elt below your rank? | 
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b. Wild. Hey day: now dear Roxana, and you my fair Sra- 

pHya, be not ſo very heroick in your ſtyles. Vixard's letter 
% may resolve you, and answer all the impertinent queſtions 
r you have made me. 


Both Women, We appeal to that. 
Wild. And i'll ſtand to't; he read it to me, and the con- 
tents were pretty plain, I thought. | | 
Ang. Here, fir, peruse it, and ſee how much we are in- 
jur d, and you decerv'd. | — 
Wild. (Opening the letter.) But hold, madam (To Dar- 1 
lung.) before I read, Ill make ſome conditions Mr. 
Vi ard ſays here, that I won't ſcruple 30 or 40 pieces; now, 


madam, it you have clapt in another cypher to the account, 
and made it 3 or 4 hundred, by gad, 1 will not ſtand to't. 
; Angel. Now can't I tell whether disdain or anger be the 


moſt juſt resentment for this injury. 
Dar. The letter, fir, ſnall answer you, 
will. Well then! (Reads.) 
Out of my earneſt inclination to ſerve your ladyſbip, and 
my couſm Angelica! — ay, ay, the very words, | can 
fay it by heart have ſent Sir Harry Wildair— 10 
14 court e eee the devil's this? ſent Sir Har- 
ry Wildair to court my couſin— he read to me a quite 
4 different thing He's a gentleman of great parts and 
"4 5 fortune. He's a ſon of a whore anda rascal and 
; wou d make your daughter very happy, (Whiſtles.) in a 
husband. (Looks fooliſh, and hums a ſong.) Oh poor 
Sir Harry, what have thy angry ſtars deſign d? 
Angel. Now, fir, I hope you need no inſtigation to re- 
| dreſs our wrongs, ſince even the injury points the way. 
Darl. Think, fir, that our blood for many generations, 
has run in the pureſt channelof unsully'd honour, , 
Wild. Ay, madam. [Bows to her. 
Angel. Conſider, what a tender bloſſom is female repu- 
tation, which the leaſt air of foul detraction blaſts, 


Wild. Yes, madam. [ Bows tot'other. 
Dar. Call then to mind your rude and ſcandalousbehaviour. 
Wild. Right, madam. [ Bows again. 


Angel. Remember the base price you offer'd me. ¶ Exir. 
il. Very true, madam : was ever man ſo catechis'd ? 
1 Dari. 
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Dar. Then think that Vizard, that villain Vizard caus'g 
all this, yet lives; that's all; farewel. EEE ö 
Wild. Stay, madam, (To Dar.) one word; is there no 
other way to redreſs your wrongs, but by fighting? "* 
b Darl. Only one fir, whichit you can think of, you may 4 
t do; you know the buſineſs | entertain'd you for. ""m 
q Wild. J underſtand you madam. (Exit. Darling.) Here 
am I brought toa very pretty Dilemma; J muft commit 
murder, or commit matrimony : which is beſt now? A 
licence from Doctors Commons, or a ſentence from the Od 
Baily ? if 1 kill my man, the law hangs me; if | marry 
my woman, I ſhall hang my ſelf; but damn it Cowards 
dare fight, IN marry, that's the moſt daring action of the 
two; o my dear couſin Angelica, have at you. 


SCENE, Newgate, 


Clincher ſenior 5 

Clin. How ſevere and melancholy are Nemgate reflexi- 
ons ? laſt week my father died; yeſterday I turn d beau; 
to-day Jam laid by the heels, and to- morrow ſhall be hung 
by the neck — I was agreeing with a bookseller about 
printing an account of my journey through France to Italy; 
but now, the hiſtory of my travels through Holborn to Ty- 
burn; The laſt and dying ſpeech of beau Clincher, that 
was going to the Jubilee. Come, a half-penny a-piece. A 
{ad found, a {ad ſound, faith. *Tis one way to have a man's 
death make a great noisc in the world. 

„ Enter Smuggler and Goaler. 

Smug. Well, friend, I have told you who Iam: ſo ſend 
these letters into Thames-ſtreet, as directed; they are to 
gentlemen that will bail me. [Ex. Goaler. 

Eh! this Newgate is a very populous place: here's robber y 
and repentance in every corner. —- Well, friend, what arc 
you, a cut - throat or a bum-bayliff;?;ʒü 

Clin. What are you, miſtreſe, a bawd or a witch? hearkee, 
if you area witch, d'ye ſee, 1'1l give you a hundred pounds 
to mount me on a broomſtaff, and whip me away to the 
Jubilee. 300 LOU 


Smug. 


* * 4 4 
* 
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Smug. The Jubilee! O, you young rake hell; what 
brought you here? 


Clin. Ah you old rogue, what brought you here, if you 


- K+ goto that? 


F _Smug. I knew, fir, what your powydering, your prink- 
ing. your dancing and your frisking wou'd comet 

Clin. And I knew what your cozening, your extortion, 
and your ſmuggling wou'd cometo, 

Smug. Ay, ſir, you muſt break your indentures, and 
run to the devil in a full- bottom wig, muſt you? 

Clin. Ay ſir, and you muſt put off your gravity, and 
run to the devil in petticoats: you delign to ſwing in 


maſquerade, maſter, dye? 


Smug. Ay, you mult go to plays too, ſirrah: lord, 
lord! what buſineſs has a prentice at a play-house unleſs it 
be to hear his maſter made a cuckold, and his miſtreſs a 
whore? *Tis ten to one now, but ſome malicious poet 
has my character upon the ſtage within this month: *Tis 
a hard matter now, that an honeſt ſober man can't fin in 
private for this plaguy ſtage. I gave an honeſt gentleman 
five guineas my ſelf towards writing a book againſt it: 
and it has done no good, we ſee. TR 

Clin, Well, well, maſter, take courage; our comfort is, 
we have liv'd together, and ſhall die together : only with 
this difference, that I have liv'd like a fool, and ſhall die 
like a knave; and you have liv'd like a knave, and ſhalldie 
like a fool. | bs | 

Smug. No, ſirrah ! IT have ſent a meſſenger for my 
cloaths,and ſhall get out immediately, and ſhall be upon your 
Jury by and by. Go to prayers, you rogue, go to prayers. 

1 25 Exit Smug. 
Clin. Prayers! Tis a hard taking, when a man muſt ſay 
ace to the gallows, — Ah, this cursed intriguing had I 
wung handsomely in a ſilken garter now, I had died in my 
duty; but to hang in hemp, like the vulgar, tis very un- 
genteel. 5 | 

ps Enter Tom Errand. 
A reprieve, a reprieve, thou dear, dear damn'd rogue, 
where have you been ? thou art the moſt welcome—— 

ſon of a whore, where's my cloaths ? 

E 4 | Err, 
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Err. Sir, I ſee where mine are : come fir, ſtrip, ſir, 
ip. 95 
Clin, What, ſir, will you abuſe a gentleman ? 


Err. A gentleman! ha, ha, ha, d'ye know vrhere you 


are, fir? we're all gentlemen here.] ſtand up for liberty 


and property. Nengate sa common - wealth. No cour- 


tier has buſineſs among us; come, ſir. g 
Clin. Well, but ſtay, ſtay till I ſend for my own cloaths: 

I ſhall get out presently. „ 
Err. No no, fir, I'll ha you into the dungeon, and un- 
case you. . | 5 
Clin. Sir, you can't maſter me; for I'm twenty thou- 
ſand ſtrong. e [ Exeunt ſtruggling. 


The 8 0 E N E, changes to Lady Darling's Horſe, 


Enter Wildair with Letters, Servants following. 

Wild. Here, fly all around, and bear these as directed 
you to Weſtminſter _—— you to St. Fame's — and you into 
the city. Tell all my friends a bridegroom's joy invites 
their presence: Look all of ye like bridegrooms alſo: All 
appear with hospitable looks, and bear a welcome in your 
faces. Tell em I'm married. If any ask to whom, 
make no reply; but tell em that Im married, that joy 


ſhall crown the day, and love the nighr. Be gone, fly). 


5 Enter Standaid. 
A thousand welcomes, friend: my pleasure's now com- 
pleat, ſince | can ſhare it with my friend: brisk joy ſhall 


bound from me to you, then back agen; and, like the ſun, | 


grow warmer by reflexion. | 


Stand. You're alwa)s pleasant, Sir Harm; butthis tran- 


ſcends your ſelf; whence proceeds it? . 
Mild. Canſt thou not gueſs, my friend. 'whence 
flows all earthly joy? what is the life of man, and ſou! of 
pleasure: Homan—— what fires the heart with tranſ- 
port, and the ſoul with raptutes? Zovely Woman. What 
is the maſter ſtroak and ſmile of the Creation, but charm- 
ig virtuous Woman ?--- when nature in the general com- 
poſition firſt brought woman forth, like a fluſh'd poet, 
raviſh'd with his fancy, with extaſie! the bleſt, the fair 
„„ production. 


= 


production. Methinks, my friend, you reliſh not my 
joy. What is the cause? 5 q 
Stand. Canſt thou not gueſs? — what is the bane of 
man, and ſcourge of life, but Woman?—— what is the 
heatheniſh idol man ſets up, and is damn'd for wor- 
ſhipping? Treacherous NMoman: what are those Whose 
eyes, like baſilisks, ſhine beautiful for ſure deſtruction, 
whose ſmiles are dangerous as the grin of fiends ? but 
falſe deluding Woman. Woman whose compoſition 
0 humanity ; their body's heavenly, but their ſouls 
are clay. | | „ 
| Will Come, come, colonel, this is to much: I know 
your wrongs rectiv'd from Lurewell, may excuse your 
resentments againſt her: but *tis unpardonable to charge 
the failings of a ſingle woman upon the whole ſex. I 
havefound one whose virtue | 88 : 
Stand. So have 1, Sir Harry; I have found one whose 
ide's above yielding to a prince: and if lying, difſem- 
ling, perjury and falſhood, be no breaches in womans 
honour, ſhe's as innocent as infancy. 
Wid. Well, coionel, I find your opinion grows ſtronger 
by 'oppoſition 3; 1 ſhall now therefore wave the argument, 
and only beg you for this day to make a ſhow of com- 


a. * 


plaisance at leaſt, _— Here comes my charming bride, 


Enter Darling and Angelica,  * 
Stand. (Saluting Angelica.) 1 wiſh you, madam, all the 
Joys of love and fortune. 8 e 
| Enter Clincher junior. 
Clin. Gentlemen and ladies, I'm juſt upon the ſpur, and 
have only a minute to take my leave. 
Mild. Whether are youbound, fir? 
Clin. Bound, fir! I'm going to the Fubliee, ſir. 
Darl. Bleſs me, couſin! how came ye by these cloaths? 
Clin. Cloaths ! ha, ha, ha, the rareſt jeſt ! ha, ha, ha, 
I ſhall burſt, by Jupiter Ammon, I ſhall burſt. 
' Darl. What's the matter, couſin? . 7 5 
Clin. The matter! ha, ha, ha: Why an honeſt porter, 
ha, ha, ha, has knock d out my brother's brains, ha, ha, ha. 
Wild. A very jeſt, i'faith, ha, ha, ha. . 
Clin. Ay, fir, but the beſt jeſt of all is, he knock d * 
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his brains with a hammer, and ſo he is as dead as a door nail 
ha, ha, ha. 

Darl. And do you laugh, wretch? 

Clin. Laugh ! ha, ha, ha: Let me ſee e' er a younger 
brother in England that won't laugh at ſuch a jeſt. 

Ang. You appear d a very ſober pious gentleman ſome 
hours ago. | | 

Clin. P'ſhaw, I was a fool then: but now, madam, 
I'm a wit: I can rake now. As for your part, madam, 
you might have had me once: but now, madam, if you 
ſhou'd chance fall to eating chalk, or knawing the ſheets, 
tis none of my fault now, madam I have got an 
eſtate, and I muſt go to the Jubilee. | 

Enter Clincher ſenior in a blanket. 


Clin. ſen. Muſt you ſo, rogue, muſt ye? you will go 7 


to the Fubilee, will you? 


Clin. jun. A ghoſt, a ghoſt ! Send for the Dean and | 


Chapter presently. 5 | 
Clin, Jen. A ghoſt! no, no, ſirrah, I'm an elder brother, 


| roger | 
lin. jun, Idon't care a farthing for that; I'm ſure you're 
dead in law. 5 | 
Clin. ſen. Why ſo, ſirrah, why ſo? 
Clin. jun. Because, fir, I can get a fellow to ſwear he 
knock d out your brains. 
Mild. An odd way of ſwearing a man outof his life. 


* 


about him —ꝛ 33 
Clin. ſen. Truly the apprehenſions of death may have 
made me favour a little O lord the colonel! the ap- 
prehenſion of him may make me ſavour worſe, I'm afraid. 
Clin. jun. In ſnort, ſir, were you ghoſt, or brother, or 
devil, I will go to the Jubilee, by Fupiter Ammon. | 
Stand. Go to the Fubilee ! go to the bear-garden—The 


Clin.jun. Smell him, gentlemen, he has a deadly ſcent 


* 


travel of ſuch fools as you doubly injures our country; you 


expose our native follies, which ridicules us e ſtran- 
gers, and return fraught only with their vices which you 
vend here for faſhionable gallantry. A travelling fool is as 
dangerous as a home-bred villain— Get ye to your native 
| plough 


4 


1 


28. 
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plough and cart; converse with animals, like your ſelves, 
ſheep and oxen, men are creatures you don't underſtand. 
Wild. Let'em alone, colonel, their folly will be now di- 
verting. Come gentlemen, we'll dispute this point ſome 
other time. I hear ſome fiddles tuning; let's hear how 
they can entertain us: bepleas'd to lit. ; | 
Here ſinging and dancing. After which 4 
ſervan; whiſpers Wildair. 
Wild. Madam, ſhall I beg you to entertain the company 


inthenext room for a moment ? [Io Darling. 
Parl. With all my heart Come, gentlemen, 5 
¶ Exit omnes but Wild. 


Wild. A lady to enquire for me! Who can this be? 
| Enter Lurewell. N 
O, madam, this favour is beyond my expectation, to come 
uninvited to dance at my wedding What d' ye gaze at 
madam? | . | | . 
Lure. A monſter if thou art marry d thou'rt the moſt 
per jur d wretch that e er avouch'd deceit. 
Wild. Hey day! why, madam, I'm ſure I never ſwore 
to marry you! I made indeed a 8 1 promise, upon con- 
dition of your granting me a ſmall favour, but you would 
not conſent, you know. EG | | 
Lure. How he upbraids me with my ſhame-— can you 
deny your binding vows, when this appears a witneſs a- 
gainſt your falſhood ? (Shews a ring.) methinks the motto 
of this ſacred pledge ſhou'd flaſh confuſion in your guilty 
face read, read here the binding words of love and ho- 
nour; words not unknown to your perfidious eyes tho 
utter ſtrangers to your treacherous heart. 
Wild. The woman's ſtark ſtaring mad, that's certain. 
Lure. Was it maliciouſly deſign'd to let me find my 
miſery when paſt redreſs? to let me know you, only to 
know you false? had not cursed chance ſhew'd me the 
ſurprizing motto, I had been happy the firſt knowledge 
I had of you was fatal to me, and this ſecond worse. 
Mild. What the devil's all this! madam, I'm not at lei- 
ſure for raillery at present, I have weighty affairs upon my 
hands; the buſineſs of pleasure; madam, any other time 
Lure, Stay, I conjure you, ſtay. 4 
| Wild. 


— 
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* Wild. Faith, Ican't, my bride expects me; but harkee, 

when the honey-moon is over, about a month or two 

hence, I may do you a ſmall favour. | Ea, 

Lure. Grant me ſome wild expreſſions, heavens ! or 1 

ſhall burſt—— woman's weakneſs, man's falſhood, my 
own ſhame, and love's disdain,at once {well up my breaſt. 

words, words, or I ſnall burſt. | [Gomg. 
= Enter Standard. b 

Stand. Stay, madam, you need not ſhun my ſight; for 
if you are er eee you have confidence to out- face 
a crime, and bear the charge of guilt without a bluſh. 
Lure. The charge of guilt! what, making a fool of you ? 
I've don't, and glory in the act. The height of female 
juſtice were to make you all hang or drown. Diſſembling 
to the prejudice of men is virtue; and every look, or ſign, 
or ſmile, or tear, that can deceive, meritorious. 

Stand. Very pretty principles, truly if there be truth 
in woman, tis now in thee come, madam, you know 
that you're discover'd ; and, being ſenſible you can't eſcape, 
you wou'd now turn to bay. That ring, madam, pro- 
claims you guilty. 5 + 

Lure. O monſter, villain, perfidious villain ! has he told 


you? | 
» Stand. Il tell it you, and loudly too. 

Lure. O name it not—— yes, ſpeak it out, tis ſo juſt a 
puniſhment for putting faith in man, that!] will bear it all. 
And let credulous maids that truſt their honour to the 
tongues of men, thus hear their ſhame proclaim d 

Speak now, what his busy ſcandal, and your improving 
malice both dare utter. 1 | ? "4h 

Stand. Your falſhood can't be reach'd by malice, nor by 
ſatyr; your actions are the juſteſt libel on ygur fame. Your 
words, your looks, your tears, I did believe in ſpight of 
common fame: nay, gainſt my own eyes, I ſtill maintain'd 
your truth. I imagin'd Wildair's boaſting of your favours 
to be the pure result of his own vanity : at laſt he urg'd your 
taking preſents of him; asa convincing proof of which, 
you yeſterday from him receiv'd that ring which ring, 
that I might be ſure he re it, I lent him for that purpose. 
Ture. Ha! you lent him for that purpose? 


— 


Stand. 
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Stand. Yes, yes, madam, I lent him for that purpose 
no denying it I know it well, for I have worn it long, 
and deſire you now, madam, to reſtore it to the juſt owner. 

Lure. The juſt owner! think, fir, think but of what 
importance tis to on it. If you have love and honour in 
. your ſoul, tis then moſt juſtly yours; if not, you are a rob- 
Hay and have ſtollen it basely. ; | 

Stand. Ha your words, like meeting flints, have 
ſtruck alight to ſhew me ſomething ſtrange—— But tell 
me inſtantly, is not your real name Manly? | | 

Lure. Answer me firſt, did not you receive this ring 
about twelve years ago? EE 

Stand. I did. — 2 

Lure. And were not you about that time entertain d two 
nights at the house of Sir Oliver Manly in Oxfordſhire ? 

Stand. I was, | was, (Runs to her, and embraces her.) 
the bleſt remembrance fires my ſoul with tranſport . [ 
know the reſt——- you are the charming ſhe, and I the hap- 
Py man. 

Lure. How has blind fortune ſtumbled on the right 
But where have you wander'd ſince ? *twas cruel to forſake 
me. Bp Ls 
S Stand. The particulars of my fortune were too tedious 
now ; but todischarge my ſelf trom the ſtain ot diſhonour, 
I muſt tell you, that immediately upon my return to the 
univerſity, my elder brother and I quarrell d; my father, to 
prevent farther mischief, poſts me away to travel: I writ 
2 from London, but tcar the letter came not to your 
ds. ä 
Lure. I never had the leaſt account of you; by letter or 
otherwise. | 
Stand. Three years I lived abroad, and at my return, 
found you were gone out of the kingdom, tho none cou'd 
tell me whither. Miſſing you thus, I went to Flanders, 
ſerv'd my king till the peace commenc'd; then fortunate- 
ly going on board at Rotterdam, one ſhiptranſported us both 
to England. At the firſt fight | lov'd, tho' ignorant of the 
hidden cause you may remember, madam, that talking 
once of marriage, I told yu 1 was cngag'd; to your dear 
ſelt I meant. | | 


i 4 


Lure. 
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Lure. Then men are ſtill moſt generous and brave — 
and to reward your truth, an eſtate of three thousand pounds 
a year, waits your acceptance: and if I can ſatisfy you in 
my paſt conduct, and the reaſons that engag'd me to de- 
ceive all men, I ſhall expect the honourable performance of 
your promise, and that you wou'd ſtay with me in England. 

Stand. Stay! not fame nor glory, e er ſnall part us more. 
My honour can be no where more concern'd x wh here. 

Enter Wildair, Angelica, both Clinchers. 
Oh, Sir Harry, fortune has acted miracles ; the ſtory's 
ſtrange and tedious, but ail amounts to this, That woman's 
mind is charming as her person, and I am made a convert 
too to beauty. | | x 
Wild. Iwanted only this to make my pleasure perfect. 
Enter Smuggler. 

Smug. So, gentlemen and ladies, is my gracious nephew 
Vizard 1 * N . 

Wild. Sir, he dares not ſhew his face among ſuch ho- 
nourable company; tor your gracious nephew is 

Smug. What, ſir? hHavea care what you ſay, 

Wild. A villain, ſir. © En | 

Smug. With all my heart. I'll pardon you the beating 
me for that very word. And pray, Sir Harry, when you 
ſee him next, tell him this news from me, that I have dis- 
inherited him; that I will leave him as poor as a disbanded 
quarter-maſter: and this is the poſitive and ſtiff resolution 
of threescore and ten; an age that ſticks as obſtinately to 
its purpose, as to the old faſhion of its cloak. 

Wild. You fee, madam, (To Angel.) how induſtriouſſy 
fortune has puniſh'd his offence to you. | 

Angel. | can ſcarcely, fir, reckon it an offence, conſide- 
ring the happy conſequence of it, 

Smug. O, Sir Harry, he's as hypocritical —— 

Lure. As your ſelf, Mr. Alderman: how tares my good 
old nurse, pray fir ? | 
 Smug. O madam, I ſhallbeeven with you before I part 
with your writings ard money, that have in my hands. 

Stand. Aword with you, Mr. Alderman: do you know 
this pocket-book ? 8 8 

e Smug. 
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Smug. O lord, it contains an account of all my ſecret 

practices in trading. (Aſide.) How came you by it, fir? 

Stand. Sir Harry here, duſted it out of your pocket, at 
this lady's house, yeſterday: it contains an account of ſome 
ſecret practices in your merchandizing; among the reſt, 
the counter - part of an 2 with a correſpondent at 
Bourdeaux, about tranſporting French wine in Spaniſh 
casks—— Firſt return this lady all her writings, then I ſhall 
conſider, whether I ſhall lay your proceedings before the 
parliament or not, whose juſtice will never ſuffer your 
{muggling to go unpuniſh'd. 

Smug. O my poor ſhip and cargo. 
Clin. ſen. Harkee, maſter, you had as good come along 
with me to the Fubilee now. | 

Angel, Come, Mr. Alderman, for once let a woman ad- 
vise. Wou'd you be thought an honeſt man, baniſh co- 
vetousneſs, that worſt gout of age; avarice is a poor pilfe- 
ring quality of the ſoul, and will as certainly cheat, as a 
thiet wou'd ſteal—— wou'd you be thought areformer of 
the times; be leſs ſevere in your cenſures, leſs rigid in your 
precepts, and more ſtrict in your example. 
Wild. Right, madam, vertue flows more freely from 


imitation, than compulſion; of which, colonel, your con- 
verſion and mine are juſt examples. | 


In vain are muſiy morals taught m ſchools, 

By rigid teachers, andas rigid rul!ss; 

Where virtue, with a frowning aſpe ſtands, 
And frights the pupil from its rough commands. 


But woman 
Charming woman can true converts make, 
e love the precepts for the teacher's ſake. . 


Virtue in them appears ſo bright, ſo gay, 
e hear with tranſport, and with aride obey 
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